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Linda King 


a woman who looks exactly like you 


drags her old self behind her on a leash 
has no expectations but is thinking it over 
slips through every open door 

believing there is somewhere else to go 
clings to romance from another season 
misses the sun from her past 

still plants the pink geraniums 

wanders foreign coastlines in the zero hour 
wears black to every poetry reading 
seduces all the orphan poets 


persuades them to rename the oceans 


among the misfits and the glitter train wrecks 


some days you forget 

that madness is the compromise 

in the constant street bazaar of your life 
among the misfits the mannequins 


and the glitter train wrecks 


the flower children have faded 
their paper-doll family torn apart 
and it looks like someone has trashed 


the Barbie Doll Dream House 


like most crimes 
there is little evidence 


just a direct hit of reality 


a rumé&coke crazy tale 
too often told one that drifts 


between memory and truth 


like that momentary lapse 
between lightning 


and thunder 


Mark Pirie 
A Painting of Swans 


In Symbolism, spiritual and occult, 
Swedish painter Hilma af Klint paints 
with colour: oranges, pinks, blues, mauves, 
concentrating on circles and symbols. 


A favourite is her Swan series 
recognising the philosopher's stone. 
When two beaks touch there is 

a union, the meeting and coming 


together of opposites. Black and 
white swans mirror the sexual 
union of two souls, a merging 

of minds, the hearts of the living. 


Seeing this painting reminds me 

once again of love, so painters 

can touch on how two lives run 
together, oil on canvas, daubs of feeling. 


[Hilma af Klint, The SUW Series, Group IX, The Swan, No. 1, 1914-1915, oil on 
canvas, 1500 x 1500mm.] 


Music Biz 
After watching Popstars, TV2 


snakes 
and 
ladders 
itis 
to them 
crews and managers 
engineers and producers 
musicians and singers 
CEOs and fans 
more snakes 
than 
ladders 
the farther you get 
I played it as a child 
much harder as an adult 
e 
s 
i 
r 
to 
success needs ladders 
failure needs snakes 
to 
b 
i 
t 
e 


Poems for Lao Tzu 
1. Painting in White 


White butterflies 
fly past and around the gardens 
as I walk. 


They follow my path. 
They come from the emptiness, 
and fill it with colour. 


2. Morning tea 


I pour a cup of tea, 
and drink it. 


Ihave prosperity. 
I honour the simple acts of life. 


3. Bumblebees and Butterflies 


Bumblebees and butterflies. 
Their substance is great, 
they do not seek accomplishments. 


They go about their work 
with little sense of self. 


They work for good, 

and with the leaves and flowers 
return humbly each year, contented, 
to the source they came from. 


4. Yin and Yang 


Someone once said 
I conveyed Yin and Yang. 


They meant the white patch of hairs 
on my head, and 


the black birthmark on my face. 
I showed harmony within. 
5. Autumn Leaves 


The leaves in the tree 
now turn to yellow. 


They mark the dull ache of time. 

6. As You Were 

Try and be a good person. 

Look within, and do not judge. 

Feel what is good within. 

Marcus Aurelius said: 

“That which is not good for the swarm, 
neither is it good for the bee.” 

Lao Tzu said: 

“Know the Honourable, 


but do not shun the disgraced.” 


Keep your compassion for the World asitis. 
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A Painting of Island Bay* 
For Jenny Powell 


In my family home, 

Rita’s print of Island Bay 

fishing boats sparkled 

and glinted at me in the light. 
Yellow wallpaper brought out 
the colours (blue and white). 

A painting preserved like a 
photograph of a Wellington scene, 
iconic and bristling with energy. 
The fishing boats tethered 

after work gave a sense 

of industry and foreboding, 

like a tribute to those humble 
men, sea-weary and hardened 

by worker’s hands. Each day 
they would work for wages 

to support families or themselves. 
Rita honours them in this 

delicate painting, rich in detail. 


[*Boats, Island Bay by Rita Angus 


After reading Jenny Powell’s Meeting Rita, Cold Hub Press, 2021.] 
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Dario Zumkeller 


MANIFESTO OF THE OLFACTIVISM 


Poetry was the research field of various linguistic transformations and forms of 
expression created by the historical avant-gardes in the early decades of the 
twentieth century and by the neo-avant-gardes of the second half of the 
twentieth century until the 1970s. Nowadays, poetry has returned to the linearity 
of the free verse. 


Poetic research has fallen into forgetfulness and no longer had the intellectual 
stimuli to create a discourse on human being and the world through new poetics 
and style techniques. 


The avant-gardes broke through the wall of conformity and academic literary 
rules. Here next, I describe the progressive steps of avant-gardes briefly. 


The first innovations occurred with the performative written and oral word such 
as the free prose verse in A Season in Hell by Arthur Rimbaud (1873) and the 
humorous poem of the Hydropathes by Emile Goudeau. 


Successively, poetry became pure phonetic sound and combination of free 
words, for instance: the Filippo Tommaso Marinetti’s liberty words and 
the Zang-Tumb-Tumb (1914-1915), Futurist Piedigrotta (1916) and the Pentagram 
Poetry by Francesco Cangiullo (1923), the Poem of the End represented by a blank 
page, created by the Russian ego-futurist poet Vasily Ivanovich Gnedov (1913), 
and the words cut out with scissors and drawn from a bag by Tristan Tzara 
(Manifesto on weak and bitter love, 1920). 


Through Isidore Isou's Lettrism (1946) the words broke-up into phonemes 
aligned on the page and then scattered to create pictures with the letters. 
Concrete poetry or visual poetry was born in Brazil in the 1950s with the Grupo 
Noigandres composed by Augusto and Haroldo de Campos and Décio Pignatari 
(Accame 1981). At this time words become graphic signs. 


In Italy, the greatest spokespeople of visual poetry in the 1960’s were Luciano 
Caruso, Stelio Maria Martini, Enrico Bugli. They were members of the magazine 


‘Linea Sud’ (1963) and ‘Continuum’ (1968) (Martini 1988, Sanguineti, 2010). 


The poetic research advanced with the ‘Total Poetry’ by Adriano Spatola (1978). 
‘Total Poetry’ considered every artistic and techno-scientific field as a source to 
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make poetry. This context included visual poetry, a semantics combination 
between word and image, and the sound poetry of Arrigo Lora Totino (1928- 
2016) and Henri Chopin (1922-2008) as a post-futurist evolution of phonetic 
sound applied to vocality and electroacoustic technologies. 


This brief summary of avant-garde poetry highlights a communicative direction 
towards three human senses: sight, hearing, tactile gestures. 


In 1912, Filippo Tommaso Marinetti pointed out this issue writing in the 
Technical Manifesto of Futurist Literature as follows: 
We need to insert three elements into the literature that have been neglected so far: 
1. The Noise (manifestation of the dynamism of objects) 
2. The Weight (flying power of objects) 
3. The Smell (ability to scatter objects) 
For example, we need to strive making the landscape of smells that a dog perceives or 
listening to the engines and play their speeches. 


Instead, in 1924, the Italian futurist painter Fedele Azari wrote the manifesto 
entitled Futurist flora and plastic equivalents of artificial odors which dealt with the 
creation of artificial flowers and perfumes. 


Despite these attempts to introduce the odors in art, the sense of smell has been 
never considered by poetic research and has never had its own development 
path over time. 


Contemporary poetry has neglected the sense of smell as a language and a 
typical form of performative expression. 


On the other hand, the relationship of the fine arts with the sense of smell was 
different. In 1993, the Italian-Canadian artist Clara Ursitti was included in a 
review entitled Self-Portrait in Scent at the Artist-Run gallery in Toronto. She 
created odors extracted from her body (armpits, vagina, feet) as a portrait of 
herself. Odors were diffused through ventilation systems installed in the gallery 
(D'Errico, 2019). 


In 2012, the French author and director Violaine de Carné with the company Le 
TIR et la Lyre performed an olfactory theatrical show entitled Les parfumes de 
l'âme. Each character was associated with a smell; twelve smells coinciding with 
the twelve characters of the dramaturgy. The relationship between theatre and 
smells was directly experienced with the audience in the hall. The smells were 
emanated with automatic olfactory diffusion systems created by the French 
company Sigmacom (Jaquet 2015). 


13 


In 2014, the Sillage project by Brian Goeltzenleuchter was hosted at the Institute 
of Contemporary Artin Los Angeles. The artist created fragrances in bottles that 
represented the smells of different city neighborhoods. At the event, visitors 
were sprayed with the smell of their neighborhood and were encouraged to 
interact with others who had a different smell (Daum, 2014). 


Having mentioned these examples of olfactory art, let us continue by talking 
about poetry. 


The olfactory communication is elusive, dispersive, and has a slow dynamism 
that is difficult to place in memory (except in particular cases). Furthermore, 
science has never managed to create a system for the classification and 
quantification of odors (Gerkin and Castro 2015). The sense of smell is invisible 
and not tangible. Human nature tends not to consider the invisibility. The sense 
of smell is not audible, so it develops in silence. Human nature tends not to give 
much importance to silence. 


Olfactivism take into account the sensory receptors of the nose and the use of the 
olfactory organ to transmit imaginative and communicative scenarios through 
the propagation of scents and stenches concerning the world. 


Olfactivism must become the gasoline of the turbinate and nasal mucous 
membranes, which with the graceful movements of a dancer, it ascends into the 
brain slowly. The brain, this porous organ, inside the skull, expands with the 
scents of poetic olfaction. The mediocre intellects expand widely and the super- 
sensitive faculties, hidden in the labyrinth of our unconscious, will turn from 
human into the ‘too human’. 


We should not confuse the ‘too human’ with the transhuman. The ‘too human’ 
is the gift of nature and the nose is its center as the supersensitive antenna of the 
world. The nose is no longer the organ from which we emit and expel air or snot. 
The nose, as the ultimate purpose of poetry, is the unlimited area from which 
our rational and intuitive faculties are stimulated but nowadays they have been 
got decrepit by automatic human actions. 


Hence, Olfactivism becomes the maximum expression of reality and the soul 
affirmation of the myth that insinuates itself inside the nose with the gentle and 
sinuous touch of the frontal and sphenoid sinus until the achievement of the 


nasolacrimal duct permanently. 


In the nasolacrimal duct there is the myth of the man full of spirit and heroic- 
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warrior action that emerged from the poetic odors. Therefore, olfactory is the 
foundation of life; it is the shadowy tailing of reality in the full development. 


Olfactivism is a great entelechy of mythological predisposition with the features 
of a mercurial creature. Someone has a nose for business or in the search for 
truffles. Instead, through olfactory poetry, we will get the nose of myth and the 
superhuman. 


The nose has a life of its own and has a strong desire to assimilate, to learn, to 
capture the essences that revolve around it in complete freedom. Smells are the 
only truly ultra-human realities that are left to us. They have not constraints. 
Nobody can stop odors. None uniform has the power to raise the red-circled 
signage shovel to odors. 


Smells are the authentic libertarian anarchists existing in the data vampire 
algorithm civilization. The wonderful smells go around the urban jungles in 
Mercedes pretending to be sellers of golden keys opening the doors of new 
bridges. 


On the top of anarchist smells, there is Poetry that becomes olfactory. The smells, 
replacing the phonemes, become the heart of new poetry together with the 
members of the nasal orchestra: the turbinate, the sinuses, the foramina, and the 
hollows. 


Olfactivism has a pre-revolutionary function: spreading the silence for the 
process of molecular dissolution of humanity caged in the spiked square where 
it is no longer possible to design an original aromatic formation. 


Hell will break loose with olfaction. The uranic sparks will be unstoppable with 
the advent of a new era for the spiritual union. If the world will be saved by a 
handful of soldiers, these will be odors and their general will be the Nose. 


And what about the olfactory poet? What is the role of the olfactory poet? Poet 
has to subjugate to the will of the Gods-odors. Furthermore, poet has the duty 
to follow specific rules: 

e The olfactory poet must totally exclude the written word, the verbal word, the 
sound dimension, the graphic signs and images of concrete and visual poetry. 

e The olfactory poet must promote silence as a disdain, rejection, and hatred of 
the inauthentic, impersonal, devastating, and empty literary words. The silence 
that cuts through our ancestral memory for a return to primordial being without 
writing. 

e Olfactivism is the reaction to the empty repetitive exercise of the sentimental, 
personalistic, and pseudo-crepuscular poetry. 
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e The olfactory poet agrees the repression of written poetry as a fetish of self- 
satisfaction of the uncritical and self-referential author. 

e Olfactivism is the reaction to the sterile hyper-verbal discussions of public 
opinion founded by the general idea that “we must talk about everything” and 
“T want to say what I want” to the detriment of enlightening silence. 

e The olfactory performance must be exhibited indoors, in a not too large spaces 
with a small audience. A source of air stream is recommended for a better 
spreading of odors emitted into the environment. As an alternative, artist can 
use two electric fans located on the left and right of himself and towards the 
audience for a better diffusion of odors. 

e The olfactory poet must perform in black clothes without talking to anyone, 
without introducing himself, without saying his name and other generalities. He 
must wear a backpack positioned in the front of the body to let him easily take 
in the sprays of perfumes or stenches. 

e The olfactory performance must last no more than 10 minutes. The 
management of time is focused on sniffing and breathing between one smell and 
another smell. Whether the performance requires many different types of smells, 
is recommended the delivering of containers full of coffee beans to the audience 
before the beginning of the performance. Coffee beans act as a mental distraction 
once smelled to avoid situations of olfactory fatigue. The smell of the coffee 
allows the reset of the tired nose (D'Errico 2019). This situation happens when 
too many odors are smelled in a short time. 

e Based on the favorable economic circumstances, the olfactory poet is free to 
create new scented fragrances or stenches with the collaboration of chemists or 
perfumers, otherwise artists can use odors available on the market. 

e The smells must be chosen or created regarding to a specific theme and central 
idea. 

e The olfactory poet must pay attention to his performance without being 
influenced by the buzz of the audience or any protests and complaints from it. 
The performance must be documented with the camera including the reactions 
of the audience. Whatever reaction occurs, the olfactory poet must continue 
inexorably. 

e The olfactory performance must be carried out in a warm temperature so that 
the smells can be well spread and sensed. 


Olfactivism has the purpose to give a shock to the poetic research which has now 
stopped for almost forty years caused by the inability or unwillingness of most 
poets to create a bridge between the poetry of the twentieth century and the new 
century of this second millennium. 


Poets of the 21st century, this is the time to turn your back on the 20th century! 


Hazard! Hazard! and hazard again! 
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Hate the word and the phoneme 
Hate speaking and writing 
Hate the graphics, phonetics and sound 
Hate digital poetry and electronic literature 
Hate algorithms 
Hate automation and psychic automatisms 
Hate transhumanism and liberation from death 
Hate logic 


Love silence 
Love anonymity 
Love the sense of smell 


-— > mr C 


Olfactivism Logo 


Bibliography 


Accame V. (1981) Il segno poetico, Edizioni d'Arte/Zarathustra, Milano 

Daum M. “Op-Ed: Smells like ... a Westsider: All wet lawn and the sweat of a trophy 
wife”: Los Angeles Times, July 2, 2014. Sourced at: https: //www.latimes.com/nation/la-oe- 
daum-los-angeles-smell-goeltzenleuchter-sant-20140703-column.html 

D'Errico Anna (2019) Il senso perfetto, Codice Edizioni 

Gerkin C. R., Castro B. J.: "The number of olfactory stimuli that humans can discriminate 
is still unknown" elife (2015) Sourced at: https://elifesciences.org/articles/08127#content 
Jaquet Ch. (2015) L/art olfactif contemporain, Editions Classiques Garnier, Parigi Martini 
M. S. (1988) Breve storia dell'avanguardia, Nuove Edizioni, Napoli 

Sanguineti E. (2010) Cultura e Realta, Feltrinelli 

Spatola A. (1978) Verso la poesia totale, Paravia, Torino 


17 


Mark Cunningham 


7 Owls 


Spectacled Owl 
(Pulsatrix perspicillata) 


strungout air gripe 
glide-seen re-serv(oir) bulb 
tripwire 


track(ea) 
radi(a)call threadt 


(s/c)ymbion 
chro(n/m)ozones 
conduct ra(i)dix 


ignitting igknitting 
sensillk divert(r)rickle 


sinkchronos diagone 
epicgastric pancrease 
pin(n)ing gland 


globull(i) cell 
commissure webtestines 


Short-browed Owl 
(Pulsatrix pulsatrix) 


pression propa(un)gag r(o)adi-us newtrawl 
subjug l(a/i)bitory dissynm/cohear trail 
(c)lose range cavit(r)y sonick dimand 
re:f(r)action trans (1/rjate controll (v)ariation 
pulseat woo(d) enamore (p)air ex-tension 
loominessence loudably lingdual inpulse 
(in)finight sillable newall duplirate havatar 
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Tawny Owl 
(Strix aluco) 


bristsull scavengnarl less(i)on 
(w)rectric(k)er cillinkluster grip(e) 
inertials limpvoid nulna 
scrapular (h)ump raidiuslot 
remi(ra)ges gluclosed phalanges 
vaccunpointar (dy)lukecite divor(c/t)e(x) 
fillepl(u/oo)mes lob(e) humeruse 
tailoll coiliveretic (b)reach 
gustf(l)ail aminode (c)leave 
darelict contract c/hip 

fibula tube aluck 

anemat spongag ha(l)ve knot 


Bartel’s Wood Owl 
(Strix bartelsi) 


s(l)ighted: severall: 

long intervals not scene 
betwist and between: 
neveer undulating phase 


vibrational increase 

often in toos ape-birdman 
plumbeous e(a)cho effect 
sonorams expload terr(a/o)r 


Chaco Owl 
(Strix chacoensis) 


Cho(i)risia insignis 
b/order b(l)end tu(r)ning forked 
blurgent co(de/e/i)insist double knote 


pre-luff messopile suffu(se/r)zone 


tugumentary verterecallibration 
dirt buff paraway openmouth tra(n)ces 
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Rusty-barred Owl 
(Strix hylophila) 


un(g)lossed d(i/eyffer(fjence ali(g)ne singa(l)ture 
simil/are identicall deafending terratarry 

consentric perfus(s)ed rever(b)ge contagunity 

elear burning bi/(1)ungall coll(u/i)son b/reading 
comoonicate endinic tras/smitter epifit 

medium sighesed hyper trop(e)hy for/tune balmbard 
t(e/o)ther non-split duover twi/g? 

reapeat the(r)mofaxt insight incite insite 


Spotted Owl 
(Strix occidentalis caurina) 


gurglist(e/i)n: innerout centraleach 
imbrew con seal 


closextract subraidrip 
esotearicisquit focalosexude 


reveal loopspill 
intrickle overcharge 


slip(per)collo(c)ation 
kidney di-vulge 


dissapate in(un)moderate 
swamp 


dissapate vena cavein 
capillairot s(u/a)ture lap up 
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Sanjeev Sethi 
Dissimulations 


Never have comebacks weaponized concepts 
as sharply as recent conversations with self. 
We cozen ourselves better than all the con 
artists on the mean streets of urban sprawls. 
Indentations on maple leaves of malefactions 
emphasize their impact on the itinerary. One 
is plugged in and perceptive enough to keep 
away from the scree of flagitious intent: short- 
lived slip-ups are constituents of the construct. 
As yurt of prolificacy anchors itself in the desert 
of reason, cloudbursts elect to desert me. 


Personalia 


I negate the truths they tell me 
about myself, 

a trick I learned early in 

game of one-upmanship. 
Whigmaleeries twist on 

the dance floor of inclinations, 

I plié myself out of them, 

an exercise practitioners 

of the deadpan imbibe. 

The closeness of tanzanite beads 
crumble at the shrine of surmises. 


Carriage 


Trust keys its first letter 

on my lips 

as breath marinates with breath, 
to overlook what earlier orders 
pitch as a keepsake. 


In the urgencies 
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a brand-new 
anthem takes off. 
This, too, will own a fleeting flavour: 


as its leavings accrue to the inventory. 


Hem 


Scorching eyes piercing 
into me as if 
constructing a shelter 

for the unsettled. 

Tam quick to imagine 
the kind of roof it will be. 


When not used to walls 
they are wrackful, 
throttling speedsters 

as it were. Unhoused 
horses have their curvet. 
Dressage is a drudge. 


Deduction 


Littleness is a supercilious lilt: 
let it slide. 


Your saining too filters in. 
In your firmness 
I seek solace from you. 


Walking away from self 
isn't as easy. 


Allocating it to the Almighty, 
and drawing a blank on our burden 
is one way of styling the system. 


The other is to offer answerability 
for the environment. 
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James Cochran 
Vertigo 


Dizzy old man perches on edge of exam table: “I was so afraid I'd fall” he says. 

The doctor asks questions, looks and listens, begins to spin a fantastic tale... 

“You know you have a bag of tiny rocks inside your ears. If these get knocked 

out of place you lose your sense of balance.” Further explanations, preparations, 
grasping old man's head gently but firmly in his hands, leading him in a dance, 

a series of peculiar movements known as The Epley Maneuver...First turning thusly, 
then reclining suddenly, another quick turn, and so forth. With any luck, these 
movements will shift the pebbles back in place, and all will be well. 


I am the Spanish interpreter for the old man, so my own ears hear each of their words... 
Malleus mallet beating on Tympanum drum. ..it strikes a nerve. I’ve been caught in my 
own emotional dizzy spell for months, a creeping depression brought on by pandemic 
year, father’s cancer, wife’s broken leg, children struggling with pre-teen and teen 
problems, and myself not in a fit state to help any of them as much as I'd like. Later that 
afternoon, the doctor’s words are still echoing in my mind. 


Turns out these rocks, more truly crystals, are called Otoconia, and reside in a small 
pouch called the Utricle, a part of the labyrinth of the inner ear. There may be around 
1,000 of these tiny pebbles. They shift subtly as we move, touch tiny hairs which 
stimulate nerves to signal the brain and give us a sense of where we are in relation to the 
world. 


Right now, my thoughts are the thousand rocks inside my head, which a series of 
unfortunate events has dislodged. I search for my own Epley Maneuver, trying yoga, 
meditation, exercise, hypnosis, acupuncture, time in nature, therapy...with little success. 
I wonder what can put my mental otoconia back in place and free me from this 
disorientation? 


I take comfort in reading that these rocks are found in all vertebrates, reminding me of 
connection and kinship with not only mammals but birds, reptiles, amphibians, and fish. 
I imagine myself swimming effortlessly in the saltwater we were all born from, or flying 
and swooping through the sky that is our very same breath. 


These rocks are made of calcium carbonate, the same stuff as limestone and eggshells, 
seashells and pearls, chalk and oyster. I know then, that I carry with me always a 
bedrock, a fragile but miraculous container, an infinite variety of shapes and ways of 
being, a precious beauty that is born of some small seed and the attempt to protect 
against suffering...an ability to teach, and to learn, an innate capacity to nourish and feed 
in the murky waters of life. 
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Jim Leftwich 


skeletonized egerminated auctioneer 


tractor 
factor 
hector 
vector 
traction 
faction 
fraction 
friction 
fiction 
hectare 
torsion 
vetted 
torque 
rations 


24 


a varoom habitual chainring he was a bug. 

two few human goldflecks he was a bug. 

in these days warming chimes he was a bug. 

the mice three hours toiling centipede. 

bird unmasking stairway ego, ego, he was a bug. 

he was a bird, varoom, few these mice, unmasking. 

he was a centipede, pedestrian, certificate of fiction. 
Goldilocks in the bag, he was a bug. 

peanut butter Dad O'Rourke's nothing fever, ticks éz fleas. 
shirtsleeves alarm clocks bank account he was a bug. 


erreginated 
eregginated 
ereginnated 
ereginatted 


a nose is a hose is a pose 
on your toes is a rose 

a rose coin pogo 

a chicken is not a horse 


a noise 

is a house 

is a posse 

on your toast 
is a roost 
arise and 
join the 
logos 

a chicken is 
not a horse 


author outlaws 
Shenandoah gust-asp 
thread is sparkghost 
reading a camel 
through the heart 

of an eye 
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like the fairy teamother 
is a mutterer in feathers 
the spotted chickens 
have feathers on their 
feet / the xhixkens and 
their spottled kittens 


then a boot now 
two boots then 

a dog now a cat 
then a lamp now 
two lamps then 

a fern a cactus a 
clock four clocks 
an aquarium one 
o'clock in the aft 
ernoon Jesus an 
eagle now two 
angels now a 
poem a poem 
then a book of 
poems another 
book babies Elvis 
2022 The United 
States now North 
Carolina then the 
same who knows 
not the same new 
normal wintry mix 
corona 17 south 
how many miles 
from Pea Island 
to Ragged Point 


between the floor and the floor 
beside the wall and the wall 
before the chair and the chair 
beneath the rug and the rug 
becomes the dog and the dog 


so sod sop soap 


so sad sap soap 


omega at mudlake 
linear in cereal 
stanzas potentiate 
mica / sausageate 
sempervirens 


sip snip snap snip 


questions pouring soup suit 
xjival horseless chivalry 
extrapolate equals from 
calvary / sabotage the 
cascading doze deboned 


cat scat Scam scar car 


car can ban bane cane can car 


map mop mope hope cope 
cape tape tap tip trip rip 
ripe rope hope mope 

mop map 


crintz na bah 
gnaw bear 
baw forb 
orbiting your 
own obituary 
bite norm 
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ba nah banana 
cringe glitz 


Pay Attention: 
tareckly means 
directly which 
means soon 
which means 
something other 
than soon 
depending on 
who knows what 


nullard slote open 
instructured truck 
stop road at hats 
today a.m. gallons 
of alligatored 
fernthistle dump 
stations laundry 
mat tressellated 
the violin base 


middlefish interweaving 
the socks with a turtle 
weave the waffles away 
mirrorfish ribbonfish 
needlenosedpliers 
needlefish wishbone those 
waves will wash us away 


the sun is a fact. materiality 
of altered dimensions. the 
sun, colossal, caused by 
exemption and trust. 


neck telephone finality 
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nor periscope sneezing 
oscillated linguistics 
nor noon 

folded ceremoniously 
into a flat ammonia 


get in lunch / group halloween 
followed by recollections 

of intimations refurbished in 
infinite intimacies / railroad 
tracks through the dark 
woods and onto the open 

road between the two 

deserts / boiling the prism 

like any other prize / in touch, 
get in touch and get in line 


we cabbage and onion townhouse 
proportions accrue / buyers 

beware the degradations 

of the deranged / if 

anything, if it is anything like last 
year, well / sharply militating to the 
right / long and threatening / moon 
light on bones, covered in 

blood and money 


persistent space / peopled 
with mammalian anchors 
/ chiaroscuro, as pure as 
a row of letters / cement 
our causal perceptions 


half as subtle as access 

to a causal spittle / guerilla 
corn dance, virtuoso 
quietus / the salt on flame 
in a circle of hats / amino 
acids, such verses 
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and reversals 


why, you ask / it is drizzling 
on the deer / we are far 
away from what anyone 
might think to consider 

the here / riversides 

capsize, nonnegotiable / i 
am asking you again, why 


manual achievements demaze 
the fungible / snow whirls like 
fires they file away for future 
thought / as though dawn is 
spent to a sea of breached 
emergence / worms cut by 
night / they want you to 
dangle your rooster 

before a frothing kangaroo 


more like a solitary U-Turn 
taken between the back 
pages / books kneeling in 
the dirt, simplex with 
cerebration / we are cooking 
a minnow 

and a doorknob 

one pair of sunglasses 

Om Omega Megachurch Crunch 
literally a fungus of 
quasi-calligraphic 
letterstrings 


Sea of Matisse / facade 
dismantled, diameters 
deracinated, dialectical 
defenestration / with one 
arm flapping in the 

face of our parade, with 
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one balm berm burning 
lipid wings no trace of 
the aphids, the play is 
the hinge / Sea of 
Mistakes and Misuse 


since silence is causal and 
purity is a pie / is a cake / is 
a piece of cake, a pie of 
cake / since mere beauty 
the inverse of jello / of 

jello non bondo, the 
magnificent / purity is a 
causal agent / like 

puffery, puff-pie, puffery 
stuffed with pie, the pure 


geography, graphic aliments 
of the proverbs / balled-up, 
the wadded news / visible 
through the low possible, 
the low road to the highly 
unlikely / a case of radical 
pirates purring ossa for 
persona / annual per 
piccolo in cheese, we are 
one slice 

once silenced twice 


curious Fibonacci spinach 
the inchworm abets the 
Sabbath / my is as good 
as Ash / life as porous as 
a Dog / global beacons 
combing as the beach 
thinks windy sentences 


31 


come comb the air 
combine the airs 
combat the air 
pinecones 
bulldog 

fire extinguisher 
come hone 
beware the 
frumious diction 
blight and airy 


well will wall 
well well will 
well well wall 
well well well 


hello yellow jello 
wallow in the willows 
a sound proposal 
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what a fine fellow 
fallow as we bellow 


duck and cover 
pigeon and cover 
pig eon 


shovel 
grovel 
hovel 
muffle 
coffin 
bevel 


At the turn of it 
At the burn of it 
At the cairn of it 
At the dawn of it 
At the earn of it 
At the fern of it 
At the kern of it 
At the learn of it 
At the tern of it 
At the urn of it 
At the verge of it 
At the worm of it 
At the yearn of it 
At the zawn of it 


January 2022 
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Zenobia In Pocosin 


culinary from myth by 
the shapes of 
explorers in mirrors 


the askew years participate in 
our playground years cleaning 
the statues / leading by 
oansemic reading / to the foam 
trap anointed stamen / to the 
the brittle gristle of the house 

/ two years later and still no 
onions for the earlobe still no 
albumin lithium for the novel 
osmotic integrity 
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low embodied erepsin anole 
engagged on emotic crow 
bile-loops silent in the 

algae their proteins 
explicitly burning 


the furry thing is the 
furious the fury the 
indigestible before 
causal homes how 
hurray for jazz in 
January hoo-ray 


The water is cold and 
The air is hot. The 
Water is old and the 
Bear is knot. The water 
Is fold and the snare 

Is hat. The flair is hut 
And the water is bold. 


scrambled convective new 


is a racket and is called a pivot 


75 percent supply 
chain reporting 
frontage storage 
applied centrifugal 
hive mind mining 
severed brain 
braids portable 
portals spore 

age ragged 
fontanel paging 
mint wine cc' d 
raining on the 
pork raiders 
mired in their 
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frugal veers 


filme becomes causal is 
a fige of speach maybe 
nickels on the forehead 


dry wash dual axle 5th wheel 
dry wheel 5th wash axle axle 


dry axle dual wheel 5th ash 
dry mash 5th axle dual duel 


dry duel dual mash 5th fifth 
dry fifth duel 5th dual mask 


dry mask dual filth with glue 
dry glue with mask due pith 
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suitcase of soup and 
the future is a fruit in 
the eye / nor skeleton 
poof towards the 
peril forward 


off road wheel cutter diesel exit 
exit off road cutter diesel wheel 
wheel exit off cutter diesel road 
road wheel diesel off exit cutter 
cutter road wheel extra diesel of 
toad heel butter golf exists 


thumb 

the independent number if 
reality, then 

hasten the neurons 

into an oblivion of 

the new 


healing spiral 
stone cabin 
camp host 
healing ghost 
spiral tramp 
tone robin 
sealing robe 
gone toast 
camp spitting 


no such foam of oil 
on loan in 
succulent protein 
which has an 
answer ahem an 
anchor amen a 
cadence of 
anarchic history 
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absatz 
besatz 
cersatz 
desatz 
ersatz 
effsatz 
eggsatz 
kersatz 
norsatz 
nonsatz 
persatz 
puhsatz 
presatz 
resatz 
sursatz 
ursatz 
yrsatz 
exsatz 


sand hand band 
and bond 
honed stand 


corridors destabilized by 
2nd century theorem 
no frontier without a horse 


What 

If it's not about 
You? What 

Do we do Then? 


Let the boat rides roll. 
Into the Ides of Much. 
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What if it's not about 
Me? What 
Do we do now? 


if is as is if 


in on non 
no on in 


Chopped wordwoods 
Worldwoulds 
Warwards 

The tone poem the 
Toe poem the asemic 
Antipoem towing the 
Moon into orbit 
Around round and a 
Round our slowly 
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Unroiling dirt 


Chopin was a name-dropper. 


Name-drop soup. 
Drop-step scoop shot. 
Constructions. 
Constellations. 

Fish. 

Etudes. 

List-ok oems. Accidents. 
Arbitrary is not = to random. 
Find your 

Self 

In a grain of sand. 

Salt Creek. 

Run-off. 

He has run-off in his veins. 


Bat batching the super owl. 
Let the bow ties roll. 


Act facts lack like a man. 
ike a moon and more. Like 
A mung bean. Among the 
Ores and scores mining 
On the moon, on the 
barking quark snide 

of the mood, minding 
Tilapia and Lithium, salt 
On the seasonal 

Seasoned Sea. Act back 
Like a snack mantra a 
Snack mandala a stack 

Of flat irons ash a 
Pancake a stupor 

Bowl of xheiimg nose 
Cherry bows pansemic 
Reading as writing baf 
fled rafters in the 
Pandemic desert. No 
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Desk shirt deserted 
For the Sonoran Desert. 


it is a contour a febrile 
suite / itis french 
fried observations of 
an argyle agent 
bearded and smooth 
like a shrunken 

snake 


do not doubt it 
do knot doubt it 
dew not doubt it 
dew knot 


Put yourself in a sentence. 
Lead your 
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self 

around 

like a dog on a leash, 

a six foot leather leash. 


gravestrings 
gravesprings 
gravesponge 
gravespores 
gravespoon 
gravesongs 


rejoice in impeccable 
joice in impeccable 
rejoice in peccable 
joice in peccable 


the virtual rain people they 
they debunk the powerful 
cost/benefit analyses and 
they they / who remains 
remains / society, with 
whales for sale, shadows 
of the imposter 


Did you get my text? It's the 21st century. Did you get my email? It's the 215 
century. 

2022. I'm in Texas. 21st century. Did you read my text? It's about being in West 
Texas, 

in the 21st century. Middle of winter. February 11. Sun going down. 73 
degrees. 


Did you in Texas in 
The middle of my 
Text? 
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First thirst. 
Fast thirst. 
Last thirst. 
Thirst first. 
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am aim am 
ham him his 
is as atam 
dam dab 
cab cob cub 
club cub 

cab lab lob 
sob snob 
snot not 

nut gut gum 
hum him 
ham am am 


Put your 
Self in a 
Sentence. 
Lead your 
Self around 
Like a log 


On a dish. 
A fish, yes, 
A dis 
Course a 
Bout, best 
Wishes. 


be 

in the vale of flash / the 
facts, where the facts 
are scribbled and 
unread 


the voice omits 
the greening 
article and the 
umlaut tanker 
bilateral train 
training manual 
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charge charges servic reporse 
that bacteria the crust of 
consumer beans / who follox 
in tears the rougher 
intuitions / surge the day 
avant sneeze-guard and 
solar array / demystify the 
density of the change 


secu realities 
wall-hunger 
match for 
open-faced 
materialities 
/is an 

onion, the 
sentry of an 
other veer 
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Ezekial 


coyote. we see wildlife all the time. cold enough to see a cough at four o four in 
the morning. deer, rabbits, squirrels, groundhogs, raccoons. parking lot 
campground. but this one is different. gibbous moon. he is 10 feet away and 
would be happy to eat our cat. 


2022. midwinter. two forty four in the morning. Death Valley is a sleeping 
book. my brain is a naked prose poem, images and sentences dreaming deeply 
in a ditch. Kissinger and Nixon plotting to wake the teeth mother in Eastern 
Europe. 


Writing poems on a cellphone is like sleeping through French class while a 


junior in high school. I refuse to explain myself. Walk through the door as if 
nothing has ever happened. 
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fishends reporse peccable satz 
tetrapods joice the outer shoe 


historical stories are no natic 
brand of natesse generosity 
generative intuitions pecca 
ursatz terrain clouded their 
hellbent winter purposity 
parboiled thoroughly on the 
presiding path 


march arch parch par 
are per pear pair air 
fair fear ear bear 

bar par per perch 

per church arch 

itch it char hard car 


marbleized bushels line 
mesmerizing lettuce no 
not lettuce nor mesmer 

icing not linear or line- 

breakage raging bushe 

ls marbleized besides 


kiosk claquers claustrophobic 
demystified artichokes arbitrarily 
hoist fiscal eyebrows 

analytical ditch €: saunter 
rorschach ambiguities slant 
around the foothills of history 


milks a better axe a 

bale of gifts, if only half the 
world was near / to hux 

at Essene, eating a snag 

for the snake of your 


hammer and your cycle 


how today is an example 

of time sweltering 

supine foggy condensation 
and why the toe-ghosts 
exude our evenings 
brightly methane metaphor 


beyond naturalist form 
norms Jones nothing 
foaming Quaker nothing 
from a convoy of snails 
"the only thing we're 
dogmatic about is 
tolerance" said the 
recruiter from the 
Quaker college 


unsaddled unsettled 
wedge-bordering 
imaginary null set 
nil / the ladders pull 
themselves up by 
their bootstraps 
behind them / ex 
nihilo / nothing 
from nothing equals 
one 


was on the inching sevens 
few others side with 
dialogues on the thresh 
hold folding our clouds 
closely to the thought 
automatic yore uncoiling 
flowts down the head 

less river they mentor 
with and without a fear 
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of unwinding mentation 


beyond nihilistic form 
from bone nothing 
from qualia nothing 
from a covey of quail 
the tone of nothing 

bird dogs of the beyond 


from birds the form 
quakes to convey 
the bone nota bene 
a nail is nothing if 
not the shadow of 
its hammer 


it is a knot a thief a snake it 
is a tooth a knot a bean it is 
what makes a bitter wax a 
tale of if, if only half the 
world would hear / to pux 
that Essez, eating a flag 

for the sake of your 
grammar and your stamina 


on both sleeves governing 
by unbuilt moral quivvivity 


fortunate thresh 
olds morbidly 
intolerant of 
muddy feet 

and electricity 


rorschach ambergrass 
embergrass ambergris 
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Did I say Ezekiel? If I had meant 
Ezekiel, I would have said Ezekiel! 


Milp 

Moki 

Bju 

Nuyh 

Bhet 

Vocfre 

Cixde 

Zuswa Aqolm 
seme bobble 
seme bauble 


There it is. 
You got it. 
There it is. 
You got it. 
Thanks a lot. 
You got it. 
There it is. 


Some first 13 more 
Light. More light is 
More like it. More 
Ale. The moral of 
The tale. First 13 
Low dimmer fish. 


Now you're talking. 
Not you. You're 
Reading. Now you're 
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We go back a ways. 
Td say. 

Ha. 

Yep. 

Gives you something 
To think about, Huh. 
Yep. 

Ha. 


Well. 
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Sorta. 
Sorta well. 
Yeah. 
Sorta. 


so 
sod sob lob 
lobe lode ode 
odd 

so 


so 
sow owe 

one bone bane 
ban bin 

so 


so 
son sun 

pun bun fun 
fan pan 

so 


so 
sot hot 
pot bot rot 
rote rate 
rat gate 

so 


Let us begin 

For nearly no reason 
With the flat numerology 
Of the day: 

02.22.2022. Which adds 
Up to 12, which equals 3. 
A single triangle. 

The Ancient Egyptians 


53 


Built pyramids And 
invented Monotheism. 
Three adds up to One. 


Don't forget 
To bundle 
Our adopted Tao. 
Ghost-ferry 
On the mule. 
Don't forget 
To bungle 
Our adaptable 
Tao. Ghost- 
ferret By a 
mile. 


Two three 
Tooth flea 
Floor hive 
Sick severs 
Ate none 
Tin 


The right light 
The rite light 
The write light 


The rite light 
Right the write 
Light light the 


Wind on sand. 
Mnemonics. 

Remember the quincunx. 
Shadows ride, recede, 
Speed limit ten 

Miles per hour, and hide. 
Sand 


Inside a mind. 


Everything could be 
A poem. He said I 
Said. As if there was 
Something wrong 
With that. As if brake 
Lights in the desert. 
Flashlights at an 
Angle. Everywhere 
The wind is the wind. 
Elsewhere is also. 


Elsewhere is also a 
Poem. Brake lights 
Receding slowly. I 
Might be sitting still. 


still stilt tilt till 
will fill ill all alt 
malt mall mail 
pail fail fall full 
bull bell ball 
wall tall tell 
hell hull cull 
dull doll bull 
fail stall still 


sand hand band bond pond 
send hend bend bend pend 


sind hind bind bind pind 
sond hond bond bond pond 


sund hund bund bund pund 
February 2022 
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hiromi suzuki 


Breakfast at Denny's 


Two buttermilk pancakes 
cooked with blueberries 
and topped with fresh 
seasonal berries, bananas 
and whipped cream. 
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Two buttermilk pancakes 
with shortbread pieces 
and topped with vanilla 
cream, bananas, more 
shortbread pieces and 
salted caramel. 


Ghiradelli chocolate chips 
cooked inside two buttermilk 
pancakes. Topped with banana, 
more Ghiradelli chocolate 
chips and whipped cream. 


Two buttermilk pancakes 
cooked with cinnamon 
crumb topping and topped 
with whipped cream and 
cream cheese icing. 
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Michael J. Leach 


Pillars of Creation 


This 
leftmost 
pillar towers over 
its neighbours, reaching 
up & across the 


starlit cosmos. 


Astronomers This 
state its height is middle 
approx. 5 light pillar tops 
years—some its nearest 
47 trillion km. neighbour 
It’s made up and coexists 
of super- hot neath the tip This 
clouds of gas & dust of that taller right- 
suspended in space, neighbour. pillar t 
trapped in time. This It rises upina looks short 
pillar and its neighbours bold serpentine -er than the 


conceal yet reveal stars from line, becominga others. Never- 
the Eagle Nebula—that spangled carnival mirror theless, this pillar 
member of a constellation called for orders of is orders of mag 
Serpens. They were first captured columns on -nitude larger 
in 1995 by the Hubble Telescope. our distant than our distant 
Starry-eyed lovers listening to The blue planet. blue planet's 
Corrs could see thru these pillars. Its sulphur solar system. 
High fantasy fans would recognise -ous red It has been 
the wispy forms of Dement- colour scaled down for 
ors searching for slow souls. fades the benefit of our 
Scientists & theologians be- away starry-eyed human 
hold vast Pillars of Creation to be- gaze. This pillar 
caught in the divine process tter... and its neighbours 
of creating stars for Heaven show have long since 
&, by the same token, Earth. stars. been demolished. 


Compositional note: This calligram takes the shape of a high-resolution image of the 
Pillars of Creation (https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Pillars_of creation_2014 
HST_WFC3-UVIS_full-res_denoised.jpg). NASA, ESA, and the Hubble Heritage Team 
(STSCI/AURA) created this image in 2014 as a tribute to the original 1995 
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astrophotograph of the Pillars of Creation. The poem references lines from The Corrs’ 
self-penned song ‘Love to Love You”, which featured on their debut LP Forgiven, Not 
Forgotten (Atlantic Records, 1995). Dementors are wispy, wraithlike creatures from J.K. 
Rowling’s Harry Potter series. 


Omicron Variant 


Omicron 
Micron 
“Minor” 
Coin 
Noir 
No 
O 
No 
Noir 
Coin 
“Minor” 
Micron 
Omicron 
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Bubbles 


Australia's overinflated property bubble 
warrants an effectual revolution— 

a targeted socio-economic-political needle 
to 


POP 


it 

& bring hope to a third of the population, 
including those of us 

in the X/Y/Z generations 


who long to stop talking “bout first home-buying 
& start settling into a first home. 

So many of us long 

to 


POP 
the 
corks on icy champagne bottles 


& host an overdue home-warming celebration 
with glass of bubbles in hand. 
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Elancharan Gunasekaran 
first light 


we see the word as vessel 
the form as sin as organized territory 
we try not to touch the flesh 
revere the sound of machinations 
austere the heartbeat of man 
first light dwindles 
first wind cradled and left to simmer 
in the void 
strange our thoughts 
our actions contradict 
sometimes we reject 
the long call from a dying life 


first light 
the last we'd ever really see. 


ataraxia 


mostly in limbo 
this flesh tested 
and probed 


a quiet place to think 

to reserve thoughts for later 
glass walls for comfort 
nothing scares me here 

not even the random bursts 
of light or the electric pulses 
jolts of electricity to 

grey matter 


iam one sometimes 
sometimes i am many 


they say i am god 


they call out to me pray to me 
glorify me like mad lunatics 
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fanatics sometimes 
iam humble enough 
to deny this 

it feels good though 


i am just one dimension 
a brain in a vat 
there are others like me 


dreaming. 

omens 

1. turtle stops swimming and stares at you 
2. cries of crows in your direction 
3. lizard clicks hard after you mention something 
4. biting your tongue 

5: dreams of meat and blood 

6. a black snake crosses your path 
7. dead pigeon in your path 

8. tripping as you exit your home 
9. breaking glass 

10. fingering arse 

11. dropping soap bar 

12; walking under signboards 

13. dreaming of the dead 

14. talking to the dead 

15. dead visiting you 

16. the smell of rot 

17. crow flies overhead 

18. a crow staring at you 

19. a crowd of crows observing you 
20. dead rodent outside your gate 
21. black sky without rain 

22. eclipse without warning 

23. blackouts without reason 

24. juju beads break 

25; crack in prayer idols 

26. insomnia 

27. delusions of grandeur 

28. sudden riches 

29. sudden deaths 
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30. 
31; 
32. 
33. 
34. 
35. 
36. 
37. 
38. 
39. 
40. 
41. 
42. 
43. 


financial losses 

an extra shadow 

an extra limb or appendage 
an ex-lover returns 
growth of horns 

growth of hoofs 

growth of tail or two 
dreaming of pentagrams 
drawing pentagrams 
speaking in tongues 
tonguing strangers 
losing a tongue 

thirst for blood 


playing god 


state of empty 


who goes there? 
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Louise Landes Levi 
Trilogy / in retreat 


I 


do you think it was 'friendly fire'/ what abt. 
gay killing?/ all this just to arm the mili-- 
tary € disarm the people. 


(e mail to d ) 
2 
OK/ 


you think i'm a freak 
because I write (to you) - basi - 
cally but not totally indifferent - some 
times inimical, depends on the year 
& circumstance, but imagine if 
I was shooting heroin into 
my arm, instead 


you wldn't like that at all & wld. probably 
be 
very 
upset abt. it. 


Thuston's car visited the Buddhist center 
at 6.30 - last night. Both the up - com 
ing star poet(ess) & his guitarist 
K. assume the pryamid 

pose on stage. 
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The 
really deep messages 
are received by the Hopi. the In- 
dian prophecies assert a deep concergence 
between the Tibetan & Indian peoples - but I never 
heard anything like that mentioned by the 
Tibetans. The only thing I heard 
was that they - the Indians 
only had part of THE 
transmission. 


Wonder what the Indians wld. say abt. that? 


Rabbi 
Rami has IT/ so does DCS/ 
if sectarianism brought down Tibet, according 
to JG, it's also bringing down the 

EARTH 

according 

to 

LL 


Is 
Kali Yuga an 
excuse for our ignorance/ 
watch how the ferns evolve, so joyously, 


& how they die 
in 
Winter. 
7 
I 
loved you dearly 


& you knew it & ignored 
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me/ really you had no choice & I 
knew it. We were reliving our 'traumas'/ 
later we wld. meet in safe zone. I 
knew it but I don't think you 

did. Still, at night, we 
talked, even far 
apart, our 


spirits 


met. 


w. reference to the girl/ the guy was coming 
to rob not kill/ the police, in this case, did 
the killing (‘friendly fire’) Queens, NY 


18.5.13 


w. reference to the gay man, ******** shot 
in the face on 6th Ave. & w. 8th / NYC, NY 
by a 'passer by' 


II 
(Hitchhiking/ Conway, MA) 


Willy \ picks me 
up/ he seems a bit unstable 
but the convertible com- 
verts me & I'm off 
to? Conway, as it were 


he's an ex military (pacifist) 


still freaked out fr. 
Vietnam, 


He tells me 
the truth abt. the 
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vegetable poisons, spread 

through the forests 

& the rivers & 

the lungs & 
the bloodstreams 
of the young men, 
working for the US 
of 
A 


30 of his 'brothers' shot 
themselves, in the 'mouth' 
he graphically illustrate/ 

this, it's almost a 


mudra 


w. ALL that money, 
(fr. the US military) 
he asks what 
cld. they 
do 


it? 


Arrival 
at Buddhist 
shrine/ there's a feast 
going on - want to come? 
everyone's welcome 


that may be a euphemism 


next time, he says, 
I've already 


eaten. 
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TI 


Dream girl, i'm yr. dream 
girl, yr. dreaming girl, yr. girl in 
dream, you see her, she 
dreams you, shes 


yr. image - 
maker, dream - image. 
dream in dream, Vishnu's dream, 
am I Simon's dream - image girl, 
accompanying him - on 
bicycle -to Death girl, 


Am 
I yr. dream girl, death girl, 
dreaming girl, unseen, unseemly, 
dream girl imagines, dream life, 
dream boy, dream love, 
we meet, in dream 
forest, in 


deathless 


dream 


Imagination/ is the filter, dream 
image, dream 
girl, 


death 


girl. 
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SHOES 


I love these shoes 

their brown look, their smooth taper 
to squared toes, looking down 

I become a handsome stranger 


a Character, no other life 

than these lines, these words 

on your computer, you're reading 
them, a poem 


here through your eyes 

my voice in your mind 
separation an illusion, imagine 
a sidewalk, got it? 

we're walking together 

how do you like these shoes? 


DRAWN FROM LIFE 


T. 

an antique powerboat, white and red 
crossing blue water, a bay 

no one visible at the helm 


2. 

the treatment plan self-evident 

two sentences into the evaluation, 
managing the remainder of the conversation 
to a satisfactory conclusion 

the art of medicine 


3: 
virtual poetry open mic, 
small faces on the computer 


words come through even clearer 
BYOB 
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Chuck Joy 


Jimmy Crouse 
Bookkeeping 


Received day note from with interest at percent returned 
Merchandise to and received credit purchased a typewrit 

Er from the terms allow on an old typewriter gave a 

Day note with interest at percent to balance account 
Accepted and returned to day draft dated and drawn on 

To balance account issued a corrected invoice to 

For sale to on had overcharged is unable to pay 

Cash for invoice of terms gives a day note with interest 

At percent and allow the cash discount received a day 

Note bearing interest at percent from for balance due 
Returned to part of goods purchased on and received credit 
Gave a day note bearing interest at percent transferred 

To a creditor a promissory note that had re 

Ceived from a customer face of note bank returned unpaid 
The promissory note of which had left for collection 
Received a letter from a customer calling atten 

Tion to an overcharge of on invoice of goods sold to 

On sent a corrected invoice issued a credit me 

Morandum to for merchandise returned by cash balance 
Landlord for rent received payment from for invoice of less 
Percent paid cash for office stationary paid day note 

Due today at the of with interest at percent re 

Ceived a check from for day note of due today with inter 

Est at percent paid for invoice of less percent bank re 

Turned unpaid the note of which had discounted on the bank 
Charged account with face of note and protest fees received check 
From for invoice of less goods returned and less percent paid 
Freight on incoming merchandise paid for invoice of less 
Percent received a check for from of creditors as a 

Refund for overpayment paid salaries to date is 

Sued a credit memorandum for to returned part of 

The goods sold to on renews note due today in amount 

With interest due by giving a new note for to run 

For days purchased a new desk from the for terms days allow 
On an old desk taken in exchange returned part of mer 
Chandise bought of on and received credit for received a 
Day note with interest at percent from for invoice of 

Less percent transferred by endorsement to the note of took 
A rug from the office worth for personal use gave a 


70 


Day note for to apply on account cash balance sent a 
Check to for invoice of amounting to terms of purchase 
Were engaged a salesman at per month paid for rent discount 
Ed the day percent interest bearing note of dated 

Face of note received from day draft which had drawn on and which 
Accepted in settlement of invoice of for left at 

The bank for collection the day note of for dated cash 
Sales for the day discounted day note at the bank for rate 
Of discount percent settled for invoice of by giving 

A day interest bearing note for the amount of the 

Invoice less percent reported to an overcharge of 

On an invoice sent a corrected invoice issued a 

Credit memorandum for to for damaged merchandise 
Received by accepted a day sight draft drawn on by for 
Invoice of recent date amounting to transferred by en 
Dorsement to a creditor the promissory note of 

For and received credit received a check from and for in 
Voice of amounting to terms of invoice the bank report 
Ed that a promissory note of which had left at the 

Bank for collection was protested for nonpayment the 
Note amounted to and the protest fees charged to by the 
Bank received an invoice of office supplies from the for 
Terms the proprietor purchased a radio and sent 

It to home drew the check for in payment sent a check to 
In full payment of month interest bearing note for due 
Today renewed day interest bearing note dated by 
Paying the interest at percent in cash and giving 

A new note face of original note received a check 

From in payment of the note that dishonored on also 

Paid for the expense of protest drew a payroll check for 
Distributed as follows stenographers and bookkeep 

Ers salesmen cash balance received day interest bearing 
Note dated today for invoice of less percent amount 

Of invoice sent a check to a customer as a re 

Fund for overpayment of account a sight draft for drawn 
On which had been left at the bank for collection has been 
Credited to account discounted note of and received 
Credit a promissory note for made by a custom 

Er due and left at the bank for collection was protest 

Ed for nonpayment the bank charged for protest fees transferred 
By endorsement to the promissory note of and re 

Ceived credit returned merchandise amounting to and a 
Llowed credit received a check from for invoice of less per 
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Cent sent a check for final payment of invoice of less 

Goods returned on and less percent discounted at the bank 
The note for and received credit for the proceeds gave day 
Note for in settlement of invoice of less percent in 

Terest for days at percent had been added to the face 

Of the note sent a check for to in payment of recent 

Invoice less percent amount of invoice paid the for freight 
Of this amount is to be charged to a customer as 

It was prepaid by for convenience the balance was for 
Freight on merchandise purchased received a check for from a 
Creditor for merchandise returned to after account 

Had been paid in full the returned goods were charged to account 
At the time of return sent a check for in payment of 

Day non interest bearing note for due today and an 

Invoice of less percent the balance to apply on ac 

Count paid for rent returned to worth of merchandise sent a 
Credit memorandum a promissory note of a 

Customer which had been left at the bank for collection 

Is returned by the bank with the statement that payment had 
Been refused face of note the bank charged account with protest 
Fees received a check from for invoice of less percent paid 
Note due today with interest for days at percent paid 

For invoice of less percent asked to be allowed to set 

Tle invoice of less goods returned on by giving a day 

Note accepted note for this invoice less percent the note 

Was interest bearing amount of invoice settled ac 

Count by giving half cash and a day non interest bear 

Ing note for the balance received a check from a credi 

Tor with a letter stating that had been overpaid paid 

Salaries to date paid the for rent received a check for 

From invoice of less percent received a check for from with 
A letter stating that had overpaid account paid day 

Note for and interest at percent in favor of the 

And due today received a check from for day note for due 
Today with interest at percent received a check from 

For invoice of less percent returned goods sold to on sent 

A credit memorandum for issued a day note with 

Interest at percent to for balance bought auto sup 

Plies for delivery truck received a check from for in 

Voice of less the return of and less percent amount of 
Invoice returned goods bought on from and received a credit 
Memorandum for received notice from bank that a cus 
Tomer had refused to pay day note for due today had 
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Asked bank to collect this note the bank charged account for pro 
Test fees paid for invoice of less the return of and less 

Percent amount of invoice gave a creditor a day 

Note for on account received a day note with interest 

At percent from for invoice of the invoice was for terms 
Allowed the discount paid for day note of due today with 
Interest at percent accepted day sight draft for in 

Voice of discounted note that received on withdrew cash for 
Personal use sold merchandise to for terms day trade ac 
Ceptance mailed an invoice and enclosed a trade acceptance 
For signature mailed a check to in payment of invoice 

Of for less percent received from an invoice for merchan 

Dise amounting to dated terms charged the account with ad 
Ditional to cover prepaid freight received trade accept 

Ance per terms of sale of paid invoice of for less percent 

Drew a sight draft on for balance due on account and left 

It at the bank for collection received a credit mem 

Orandum from for unsatisfactory merchandise 

Returned to sold a bill of goods terms allowing a trade 
Discount of percent on the list price of received notice 

From the bank that the sight draft drawn on had been collected 
And the amount credited to the account paid note for 

Due today with interest at percent received of a 

Bill of knit goods amounting to terms paid by check freight on 
The shipment mailed a check covering purchase invoice of 
Less percent and the freight charge paid by shipped by parcel post 
To merchandise invoiced at terms paid invoice of for less 
Percent paid salaries and office salaries sold terms 
Merchandise received a bank draft from in full of account 
Paid premium of for insurance received from terms in 

Voice of merchandise dated discounted at the bank day 

Note of and received credit for the proceeds sent a cred 

It memorandum to for unsatisfactory goods 

That had returned received from terms invoice of merchandise 
Dated prepaid the freight a customer has gone into 
Bankruptcy a check has been received from the trustee for 
Percent of the amount of account it is expected 

That additional payments will be made later received 

A check from for balance due on invoice of less percent 

Issued a check to in payment of invoice of less the 

Discount cash sales for the day sent a check to for invoice 

Of less percent and in payment of freight charges that were 
Prepaid by sold terms day draft merchandise accepted day 
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Draft in settlement of invoice of gave to in settle 

Ment of account a day note for with interest at per 

Cent paid to a salesman for railroad fare issued a check 

To in payment of month interest bearing note due to 

Day paid by check to the for issued to day note bearing 
Interest at percent in settlement of account a 

Mounting to less a discount of percent paid in curren 

Cy for cleaning floors discounted at the bank at percent 
Month non interest bearing note for had drawn and issued 
This note to on in settlement of account truck driver 

Spent for gasoline while making city deliveries 
Reimbursed from petty cash fund day note in favor for 
With interest at percent fell due today asked to re 

New the note paid the interest due in currency and 

Gave a new day interest bearing note mailed a check to 

In payment of invoice of for less percent of the part 

Ners took from the petty cash box for personal use re 
Ceived a check for from to apply on account received from 
For merchandise sold to a trade acceptance for which had 
Drawn on the date of sale and which had accepted check for 
Which had received and deposited on was returned by 
Bank marked account closed received notice from the bank that it 
Paid today the day note for with interest at percent 

Which had been issued to the shipping department manag 
Er was given from petty cash fund for parcel post stamps 
Received from a draft on the in payment of invoice of 

For less percent mailed a credit memorandum for to 

For the return of defective floor lamps shipped to on ac 
Count gave check for to be applied against merchandise pur 
Chases made during by agreement with this firm were al 
Lowed a cash discount of drew a monthly payroll check for 
Balance the drew a check to restore the petty cash fund 

To balance at the beginning of the month bought from the 
Terms merchandise engaged a chauffeur at per month to drive 
The delivery truck received check for from a credit 

Or in settling account last month overpaid through error 
Sold merchandise terms day interest bearing note less per 
Cent received interest bearing note dated due in days 

For invoice of less percent received a credit memor 

Andum amounting to from the for an overcharge on 

The invoice of paid to the freight on purchase from the sent 
A draft to the for balance due on invoice of less per 

Cent purchased a new typewriter for receiving an al 
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Lowance of for the old typewriter which had a book val 
Ue of and paying the balance in cash received a check 

For from account shoes a balance of account is credi 

Ted in full as the remainder is considered uncol 

Lectible the firm made a donation of to the sold 

To the merchandise terms percent sight draft bill of lading 
Attached the sight draft for with bill of lading attached was 
Left at the bank for collection a notice was received 

From the stating that the telephone bill amounting to 

Had not been paid this bill was paid by check on the bank was 
Requested to stop payment on this check and another 

Was issued to the telephone for renewed day inter 

Est bearing note dated and due today by paying the 
Interest and giving a new day note purchased merchan 
Dise from forwarded a certified check for in payment 
Issued a check to the in payment of day interest 

Bearing note for due today received notice from the bank 
That draft of for drawn on the has been collected and cred 
Ited to account paid the salary for the month sent 

A check to for the invoice of amounting to terms of 
Purchase were received an express money order for goods 
Shipped to on bought at an auction a job lot of merchan 
Dise for and a show case for gave a check in payment pur 
Chased a radio and sent it to home drew the check for 

In payment sent a check to in full payment of month in 
Terest bearing note for due today cash sales for the day 
Received from a check for to apply on account sent a 
Check for to a cash customer for unsatisfacto 

Ry goods which returned check received on and deposited 
On the same date was returned by the bank marked account closed 
Received a check from for sale of amounting to terms of 
Sale were paid interest due on mortgage received notice 
From the bank that a sight draft for drawn on a customer 
Had been collected and credited to account charges 

For collection were discounted at the bank the day note 

Of for dated with interest at percent drew a pay 

Roll check for monthly salaries distributed as fol 

Lows to salesmen to stenographer and bookkeeper drew 
Check for petty cash vouchers for distributed as fol 

Lows delivery expense general expense freight in 

Ward cashed check at the bank and received in currency with 
Which to establish a petty cash fund sent a check to 

The for invoice of less percent discount paid in curren 
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Cy to the for towel service received a check from for 
Invoice of amounting to terms were sent a check for to 
The in payment of charges for towing delivery 

Truck received a check for of which was for interest due 
On note in favor the remainder to apply on ac 

Count paid in currency to the for purchase of gaso 

Line and oil issued a check to the for a new typewrit 

Er sold for cash an invoice of hardware the truck driver 
Paid for minor repairs on the delivery truck re 

Imburse from petty cash drew a sight draft for on for bal 
Ance of account left the draft at the bank for collection 
Paid for telegrams in currency received notice from 

Bank that the sight draft for on drawn has been paid and credi 
Ted to account paid in currency for a chair to be 

Used in the office issued a check for express charges 

On goods purchased from asked to charge this amount to account 
Sent a check to in prepayment of day non interest 
Bearing note for dated discount was allowed at percent 
For the unexpired time drew a check to cover the month 
Ly payroll to be distributed as follows truck driv 

Er office salaries close the and bring down the balance 
Drew and cashed check the currency is to be used to re 
Plenish the petty cash fund paid by check to the for rent 
Of store received check in payment of invoice of for less 
Percent paid in currency for postage stamps received no 
Tice from the bank that it had paid trade acceptance of for 
In favor of the sold a desk chair for cash paid in cur 
Rency mailed a check to and in payment of invoice a 
Mounting to for purchase of terms received a credit mem 
Orandum amounting to from the for a trade discount 

Of percent that had failed to allow on purchase of took 
From stockroom for use in office metal filing cabi 

Nets inventoried at each the firm took over the fur 
Niture business of acquiring all assets at book val 

Ue and assuming all liabilities as shown in 

The following specially prepared by gave cash and a 
Note due in months for the balance of the purchase price re 
Cord the purchase of business paid in petty cash for pack 
Ing supplies bought of the and had paid in full account a 
Mounting to on advised that had failed to deduct percent 
Cash discount mailed a credit memorandum an insol 
Vent customer owed creditors jointly agreed to ac 

Cept offer to liquidate indebtedness by paying 
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Percent in cash and percent in notes bearing interest 

At percent and due in months received a check and a note 
From in accordance with these terms received a check from in 
Payment of day note for with interest at percent paid 

The in currency for expressage on merchandise bought 

Of the mailed check to the in payment of invoice of a 
Mounting to terms less the credit memorandum received 
Balance the drew a check to restore the petty cash fund 

To balance at the beginning of the month bought of a 

Lot of carpets amounting to terms sold furniture a 

Mounting to and received check for balance on account paid 
Rent for month in advance paid freight on invoice from received 
Draft from to apply on account cash sales for day paid for 
Cleaning windows discounted at note dated and received 
Credit for the proceeds bought of carpets and rugs amount 
Ing to terms bought of furniture amounting to terms month 
Note having failed in business settles with creditors for 

Cents on the dollar check for has been received and accept 

Ed in full settlement of account sent check to in pay 

Ment of invoice of amount less percent received from to 
Apply on account interest bearing note in favor 

Of for due today sold furniture amounting to terms 

The notified that note for which was left for collection 

And which matured yesterday was protested for nonpay 
Ment the protest fees were charged to account received check from 
In payment of bill of less the discount sold carpets and 

Rugs amounting to and received day note in payment en 
Dorsed this note to and sent it to apply on account to 

Rolls of carpet amounting to this carpet was received 

With last invoice but was not the pattern ordered a day 

Draft in favor drawn on for has been accepted and re 

Turned received check from in payment of note due today paid 
By check the following salaries of bookkeeper and 

Clerks for month invoice of stationary bill for gas and 

Electric light for month bought of invoice of merchandise 
Dated terms paid for advertising by check paid rent for 

By check sold terms goods valued at withdrew from the business 
Cash for private use discounted note invested by and 
Received credit for the net proceeds at the drew on a 

Sight draft in favor for and placed it in the bank for col 
Lection received from invoice of merchandise of this date 
Terms paid salaries for the week sold to terms a bill of 
Merchandise amounting to paid tax receiver by cer 
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Tified check sent a check for invoice of less percent dis 
Count the bank notifies that the draft drawn on has been col 
Lected and credited to account bought of on day note 

With interest invoice of merchandise amounting to 
Withdrew for private use cash and merchandise received from 
A draft on the of for invoice of less the discount paid 
Freight bills on purchases to date by check paid by check sal 
Aries of clerks bought an auto truck paid cash and gave note 
For balance paid sight draft drawn on by for invoice of less 
Percent discount received a bank draft from in payment of 
Invoice of less the discount have failed in business and set 
Tle with creditors at cents on the dollar check for is 
Received and accepted in full of account paid by check 
Salaries bought of terms invoice of merchandise dated 

Paid by check premium on insurance to cover stock 

Of merchandise for year paid by check account sold to terms 
Bill of merchandise bought of the terms invoice of merchan 
Dise dated purchased a new automobile truck for in 
Payment traded an old truck valued at and gave the check 
For the balance paid by check for invoice received bought of 
Terms invoice of merchandise dated bought for cash of the 
Filing cabinet loose leaf ledgers with binders miscel 
Laneous office supplies sold to the terms bill of mer 
Chandise discounted at percent the day note for dated 
Today and received credit for the net proceeds at the 

Paid by check on account received a check from for the in 
Voice of merchandise sold on paid by check invoice of re 
Ceived from the a draft in payment of invoice of paid by 
Check note with interest the has notified the firm that 

The has drawn on it at sight for the purchase of the bank 

Is instructed in writing to pay the draft and charge it 

To the account paid by check the following bills freight and 
Cartage inward gas and light telephone returned to for 
Credit damaged good amounting to sent an invoice of 
Goods on claim an overcharge of a corrected bill was 

Sent to accepted day draft for in full settlement of 

Account has gone into bankruptcy the trustee in bank 
Ruptcy notified that had no assets with which to set 

Tle liabilities received from a day note to bal 

Ance account renewed the day interest bearing note of 

By giving a new day interest bearing note to cov 

Er the old note and interest to date bought of the terms 
Office stationary and supplies balance of cash on 
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Hand bought at a filling station gasoline and oil for 

Delivery car paid for invoice of amounting to 

The terms of purchase were paid day note of in favor of 

With interest at percent the cash register showed mer 
Chandise sales amounting to discounted day note inter 

Est bearing note for dated received check from for sale of 
Amounting to the terms of sale were received from for rent 
Of storage space paid for repairs to motor truck paid to 

A salesman for railroad fare paid for gasoline and oil 

For delivery car paid for office stationary 

The reported the collection of a sight draft for drawn 

On of bought for cash from a new office desk and chair paid 
Store salaries cash register showed merchandise sales a 
Mounting to the proprietor withdrew for private use 
Refunded to on a cash sale bought supplies for office 

And gave check in payment bought of terms merchandise invoiced 
At purchased a new auto truck in payment traded in 

The old truck valued at and gave check for purchased stock of 
Goods of and gave check in payment paid office salaries 

By check sold terms merchandise invoiced at bought of merchan 
Dise invoiced atin payment gave check for and a promis 

Sory note with interest for the balance bought for cash 
Stationary and stamps paid by check to the for and fil 

Ing cabinet sold terms invoice of merchandise paid of 

Fice salaries in cash purchased coal for furnace and gave 
Check withdrew cash for private use the company discount 
Ed note day note for at the at percent and received cred 

It for the net proceeds paid for invoice of due today 

Less the discount sold terms merchandise invoiced at merchan 
Dise in the stockroom has been damaged to the extent of 

This is a total loss as is no insurance returned 

Part of the invoice sold on and received credit returned 

To goods bought from on and received credit paid invoice due 
Today according to terms paid note in favor of due 

Today with interest at percent an additional 

Investment of in cash is made by each of the partners 

Paid office salaries in cash bought of terms merchandise 
Invoiced at sold terms merchandise billed at paid invoice due 
Today as per terms bought of terms goods invoiced at is un 
Able to pay for the goods purchased on agree to take 

Day note with interest at percent for face of bill less 

Discount and give credit discounted note at percent and 
Received cash for the proceeds paid in cash office sala 
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Ries cash in bank in cash drawer bought a typewriter for 
Office use gave check a sight draft for drawn on which had been 
Left at the bank for collection has been credited to 

Account a commission agent rendered an account sales 

With a check for the proceeds of shipment gave the a check 

For a deed of the property now occupy propri 

Etor withdrew for personal use sent a check for to 

A customer for overpayment made by on a bill 

Of recent date discounted at the bank day non inter 

Est bearing note of for and received credit for the net 

Proceeds sent a check to for invoice of terms amount of 

Check received from a check for interest bearing note for 

Due today received a draft from for bill of terms amount 

Of bill prepaid day interest bearing note of for bought 

From merchandise costing terms cash and a day note for the 
Balance sent check for and day note in full payment of in 

Voice of sold merchandise terms paid freight on this shipment of 
Merchandise and charged the amount to account received check 
For balance of account on sold merchandise terms bought from 
Merchandise terms sold merchandise to terms cash less percent 
Received check for the net amount returned merchandise for 
Credit drew a sight draft on for the balance of account 

Gave the draft to the for collection the notified that 

Draft of on has been collected and credited to ac 

Count received a check from in payment of invoice of less 
Percent plus the freight charges on the shipment gave a check 
In payment of the note that mailed on and also in pay 

Ment of invoice of less percent discounted note of at 

The and received credit for the proceeds issued checks for 

The following rent insurance salaries lighting bill 

Telephone service cash in bank cashed check at the bank and 
Received in currency with which to establish a pet 

Ty cash fund discounted at the bank non interest bear 

Ing note for dated and received credit for the proceeds 
Received from a check for rent of office space sent a check 

To for the invoice of amounting to terms of purchase 

Were purchased postage stamps for currency paid in curren 
Cy to have the office cleaned paid salaries by check re 

Ceived from a check for to apply on account received a 

Bank draft from for sale of amounting to terms of sale were 
Paid in currency for freight inward sent a check to the 

In full payment of month interest bearing note for due 

Today proprietor withdrew in currency for per 
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Sonal use received from a check for interest due on 

Note paid salaries by check purchased postage stamps for cur 
Rency paid in currency to send a cablegram the 

Notified that had failed to pay note which had discounted 

On charged account with the note and protest fees of cashed check 
And received currency to replenish the petty cash 

Fund bought of terms invoice of merchandise dated sold to 
Terms bill of merchandise sent a check to the for bill of 

Office supplies received from a day note for dated to 

Day to apply on account a check for received on from 

And deposited on the same date was returned by the 

Bank marked no funds a customer has gone into bankrupt 

Cy owing the partnership on a day note the trustee 

In bankruptcy remitted a check for in full settle 

Ment of account bought of terms invoice of merchandise dat 
Ed paid salaries in cash sold terms bill of merchandise 
Received from merchandise worth sold to on discounted at 
The bank day note of and received credit for the proceeds 
Taking advantage of the discount offer sent a check 

For to apply on invoice of received a bank draft from 

For balance due on bill of sold to bill of merchandise 

And received check in payment paid salaries in cash paid 

By check the following bills electric light telephone 

Paid the for rent ordered from merchandise costing terms sight 
Draft attached to bill of lading the notified that a 

Bill of lading with sight draft attached had been received from 
For invoice of a check was dispatched to the bank the bill 

Of lading was taken up and presented to the freight 

Agent and the merchandise from was obtained sold merchan 
Dise terms bought from merchandise terms returned unsatisfac 
Tory goods billed to on a credit memorandum for 

Was mailed paid freight on incoming merchandise sold merchan 
Dise terms day note received from a day note dated for in 
Voice of paid salaries for weeks received a check from for 
Balance due on invoice of paid note for in favor of 

The due today with interest at percent for months paid 

For invoice of discounted at the bank note of and re 

Ceived credit for the proceeds paid salaries for weeks gave 
Check for to the for gas and electric bill for month paid 

For rent paid printing bill of less percent sold merchandise 
Terms gave check for merchandise received from day note on ac 
Count paid account in full less percent discounted note of 

At the bank and received credit for the proceeds bought of 
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The merchandise gave day note for balance on account paid 
Postage and petty expenses took from the business for 
Personal use merchandise valued at cost bought of mer 
Chandise terms received cash for accrued interest sold mer 
Chandise terms paid bill of gave for invoice of on account 
Bought of a new delivery truck gave in payment a 

Percent bond at par with accrued interest balance by 

Check discounted at the non interest bearing note for 

And received credit for the proceeds paid freight on incom 
Ing merchandise paid balance on invoice of bought of in 
Voice of merchandise terms received from tenants for and rent 
For flats over store bought of invoice of typewriting pa 

Per and letterheads for office use gave check in payment 
Sold bill of merchandise terms day trade acceptance paid sal 
Aries for week a customer went into bankruptcy 

Received from the trustee in bankruptcy a draft for the 
Amount owed accepted the draft as payment in full and 
Closed the account bought of invoice of Lumber for addi 
Tion to store gave check in payment received the trade accept 
Ance from for invoice of bought of invoice of merchandise 
Terms sent check in full of account less percent discount re 
Turned to unsatisfactory goods billed to on an in 

Voice sent a credit memorandum for sent a check in 

Full of account less percent discount sent check in full of 
Account less percent on invoice of paid salaries sold 
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Andrew Cyril Macdonald 
An innocence found 


Logic pervades enigma, sharpens soft derision 
the fourth step of argument performs. 


This division is its own procedure —dead yet 
quick to relieve from vested rootings. 

It is easy pursuance such hope understood us 
trusting echoes out-performing shod 

gods their deviations in phrases that outlast them. 


Now aside unmentioned is some new one elating 
what will become if a stand-in now 

controls us. The sing-song tension all over denies 
that we choose it out, contemplation 

deflating with egos pierced of madness invected. 


Its phrasing our echoes take centuries to come with 
that we count this sad retribution. 


Post mortem 


Brought flowers cover the cost of the thrill here precluding; 
an endeavour to the nose up-kept 


of aromas permitted stenches love eludes with. 
Ours is not a host then but what these 


moments along make —sad instants of flesh voluted. 
Each placates emblematics of freedom 


and what conscious struggle surrounds a drowned light dancing. 
The pang of conjecture around us surmises. 


It takes from what left us soft compositions gladdened 
the sad hearts you sheltered as parent who 


obtained in the raptures of mocked warnings it should come with 
what if not then disease, contagion 
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the fraught errors of life’s abundance we lived for as petals 
their colours announced it fragile in 


their condition premises undress them along the 
fad intention of quick fix to a 


loneliness among configurations that quit of 
the drabness that's living too softened. 


That justice fidelity prescribes 


Twinned bodies proclaim untamed notions of death that 
depreciate the fulcrum life balanced with. Now 


lying as such next to next, a kin spirit denounces 
philosophies of our paralleled lives the 


tripped light fantastic memory effaced with 
so that each to each strangers should seem 


under a limited spectrum truth presents us 
to tell what of it the mutual torsion. 


It's a short tale noted of interest 
save for the discrimination a corrupted process 


—trial by error and slick eliminated — till the found one 


so easily seduces. How a theory of exits 
necessitates our frequent obliging 


(of taste tests and conversation) the outlay and shift 
only produces as regret, mishap and cued transgression. 
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Chain of Being 
tetranucleotide 
patterns 
that do not 
exist but 
help us theorize 
that before 
dna 


chains of diamonds 
looped through nuclei 
pulling souls 
from hydrogen infernos, 


lattice across the pressure 
of neutron despair — 
such hope in no escape 
as we 


recline on 


Nicholas Alexander Hayes 


second empire 
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chaises 


Villa of Jupiter 


obligate necrovores 
disassemble 
the minnows 
washed into the 
grotto of ferns, 
smooth bodies 
silent in the tracks 
of ancient gatherers 
who gathered corpse 
honey from pan's 
holy skull 
to preserve the 


partners of their 
labors, 
to marinate the 
links 
that made them 


holes. 
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Timothy Pilgrim 
Novel dream 


I’m trapped in a forested story — 
scrub pine, stream, clearing. Jeep-loads 
of vignettes churn by. A rodeo queen 
circles them on horseback, texting. 
Lurkers, likely ranchers, watch her, 
don’t post a thing. I draw my Kindle, 
fill it with verbs in passive voice, sidle 
to meadow’s edge, ignite. The tale 
catches fire, burns every page. 

My cursor senses heat from my fingers, 
pulses in anticipation. It hopes 

I will delete my past life. 


Muse 


She begins to begin, swirls in, 
dances past, windhoves in mist, 
elusive, promises magic — again. 


A mistral, she shuns whiskey, 
dope, triggering town, 
ceremonial smoke. Never comes 


the same way twice. Wheels in, 


gyres, rides me like a rough draft. 
Whispers, make the ending iambic. 
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Lithe 


In my dream, a mime air-draws bowls, 
pours in colors equally. I nod, agree — 
she speaks low, accompanies me 


past mountain spring, pooled, pent up, 
ready to flow. Downstream, a meadow, 
lupine-lush, also daisies, cosmos, 


violet, gold, blue. We lie among them, 


me, white, she, brown, eager, lithe — 
a clear sign it's time to bloom. 
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Alan Catlin 
from Memories: The Berrigan Sequence 
463- 


Keats was a baiter of bears. 

So said Ted Berrigan. To Ron P. 

In a sonnet. A sing like Patti Smith. 
When. We. Were. Just. Kids. 

Wild horses. Couldn't. Drag. Me. 
Away. Wilding. I like to beat people. 
Up. The beat goes on. Without Sonny. 


464- 


Ford Madox Ford. Wasn’t an Edsel. 

He was a good soldier. Just ask 

Jean Rhys. Before. After. And during 

the transatlantic ménage a trois. 

The Quartet. No musical instruments 
involved. Nor a singing group. Group 
groping. With Frank O'Hara. At lunchtime. 
And after. Asleep. On a Fire Island beach. 


465- 


Country living as imagined in 

an Ashbury art form. No bibles 
needed for a Tennis Court Oath. 

Nor an Infinite Jest. All you need 

is a strong forehand. And a big serve. 
Like Tracy Austin. For volleys at 

the Robert Frost memorial net. 

Not an Olympic sport. A Green 
Mountain Retreat. Bring your lunch. 
Poems. 
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466- 


I remember Joe Brainard. My dream of 
having a drink with Henry Miller. 

And a game of ping pong. With a buxom 
blonde. Maybe a stripper. Not Candi Divine. 
Not a Dante Canto. A Confederate General 
From Big Sur. A galvanic moment in time. 
For Richard Brautigan. Gary Snyder. Jack 
Kerouac. All along the watchtower. I. 
Remember. Joe. B. 


467- 


I can be a cowboy. And you can be a 

Cow. Girl. Discussing the immutable 

Code of the West. With Edward Dorn. 

You old gunslinger you. Kell Robertson. 
Ezra Pound. Michael Ondaatje. Never 

an English patient. Maybe a mental 

one. A Desert Solitaire. Let's face it. 

Billy Bonney was a serial killer. Not a 

hero at all. No matter who plays him. 

In the movies. Like John Wayne. Like 

the man who shot Jessie James. Like 

Pat Garrett. Like Bobby Dylan with a knife. 
Knock knocking on heaven's door. 

Let me in, whee ooh. Hello, Warren Zevon! 
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468- 


Having a drink with Henry Miller. 
Discussing the immutable. Code. 

Ford Madox Ford wasn't an Edsel. 
Asleep. On a Fire Island beach. 

I remember Joe Brainard. 

Like Tracy Austin. Pat Garrett. 

Keats was a baiter of bears. 

No musical instruments involved. 

No bibles needed for a Tennis Court Oath. 
He was a good solider. Like John Wayne. 
Let's face it: Billy Bonney was a serial killer. 


469- 


Let's face it: Billy Bonney was a serial killer. 
He was a good soldier. Like John Wayne. 
No bibles need for a Tennis Court Oath. 
No musical instruments involved. 

Keats was a baiter of bears. 

Like Tracy Austin. Pat Garrett. 

I remember Joe Brainard. 

Asleep. On a Fire Island beach. 

Ford Madox Ford wasn’t an Edsel. 
Discussing the immutable. Code. 

Having a drink with Henry Miller. 
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Paul Ilechko 
Typewritten 


The wind she said is liberated 
by the chattering of the typewriter 


every keystroke another fleeting blast 
of ice cold air swirling like a language 


as it reassembles into random strings 
of something that only vaguely 


resembles poetry of something 
that only vaguely resembles music 


+ + + + + + + 


the wind she said is harsh as the life 
that awaits the unremembered child 


his every move recorded as a strand 
of syllables his rephrased life 


preceding memory molded 
complete aloof from the ignorance 


of authorialintent spitting invective 
that fails to overcome his misery. 
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All That We Have 


Tongue holding onto what the mind 
has let slide 
sometimes words are all that we have 


night sings through frogs as the celebration 
commences 


singing with gusto across the muscle 
of the town 


a night of tension interleaved with passion 
and thus we begin 
a decade of truth 


that will bridge from street to landscape 


while a frozen lake is thawing 
into a river of gratitude 


and the head of the poison snake is burned 
in a purifying flame its body 
chopped and buried 


wrapped 


in torn and ragged cloth 
of a deeper blue than any sky 


+ + + + + + + 


and still tongue continues 
wrapping itself in the language of conviction 


refusing to accept 
a lesser fate. 
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The Silent Tongue (for Cecil Taylor) 


The silent tongue has finally spoken 
telling a tale of absence of cold nights 


and rain anda tenderness that swiftly 
re-shapes itself as darkness 


+ + + + + + + 


the silent tongue has spoken up 
its words now grip cascading in place 


such possibilities an endless range 
of vigorous feelings that tear through 


the paper-thin integument that 
separates a sound from its echo 


+ + + + + + + 


the silent tongue has roots in disease 
ahasty coinage released from the void 


presenting itself as souvenir a gift 
from beyond anticipation 


+ + + + + + + 


pouring from aloft with a thunderous 
bellow ascreaming tongue no longer 


reticent with speech no longer able to 
enclose within its boundaries now flooding 


the silent streets with silver liquidity 
that explodes from behind the broken wall. 
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Jim Meirose 


Torch 


Three flaming gas-loaded fire-cocktails flew flickering, sputtering, 
sparking, through the Davis Funeral Home’s basement window at one o'clock 
in the morning. Hitting, rolling, bouncing, shattering; sending fire flowing 
catching full turpentine cans, which burst—big, bright, yellow, crackling; 
sending superheated gas into the rafters. The pretty dead packed tight in their 
caskets inches above in the viewing rooms, knew nothing of the fire wrapping 
‘round the corrugated paper insulation mere inches below, or of the broken 
glass-melt overspreading the cellar floor, in boiling hot blobs, as blobfish; as 
friendless plainfaced sadfish, lonely deepfish, and the scalding gas wrapping 
fighting up through the countless gaps in the old carpentry, the nails heating, 
reddening, hidden, in the dark—yet up top three sleeping, don’t yet know. 

No, not yet; but, yesterday. 

So, Mom. What's up after breakfast? What's on the agenda for today? 

Nothing until two. Then, we need to set up for calling hours at four. 
That means we have time to go up in the attic and clean out the rest of the old 
files there. 

—catching the dry wood, with sheer heat all softening, melting, 
dripping. Wire insulation spattering up in the flames, consumed by streaming 
yellowing blazes down the joists between the spaces. Heating vaportongues, 
hotter, hottest, hotter even than the heart of the flames themselves torching 
hard upward, where the three prepared in the parlors lay waiting for whatever 
within their thinly padded uncomfortable caskets, the PVC and Velcro and 
plastic and tinny frameworks under their graveclothes still forcing them to 
look alive keep the façade even as the flames near and — 

Up in the attic? We did that yesterday. Its too hot. 

I know, but Dad says we got to clear the files out quick as we can. 

—tongue and groove viewing parlor floors laid long-back by missing- 
fingered rough dead men in black thickmists heat slowly, first by jets of fuming 
clawing black-gas, then superfast, the scorch finally burning through, all top to 
bottom. Like a candle, but not a candle, no wax drips no, yet, damned hot in 
here in just seconds the steam jets up through the dead and the floral wreaths 
transform to twisted coils of cheap thin wire, as the casketed writhe shrink 
liquifying a'sigh, as the heat swells steaming out the florals’ life-waters in the 
blinding white hot room— 

Can't we wait and do the files on a cooler day. Its miserable up there. 

No. Let's pack what's left in the hearses and then you drive to the 
hospital. Bobby said he’d look the other way while you use the incinerator. 
Like last time. 
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— flowers cheap ribbons stretched ‘round saying Father Rest in Peace 
Mother Farewell but gone in a flash, gone to nothing, in the scorching flame- 
ball the parlor's become. The heavy antique somber draperies get licked up 
silly, the heavy dark velvet padded antique gold-studded chairs get licked up 
still sillier, ripped through flamed apart transformed to beautifully 
superheated bursting yellowish golden flash, bright. This far in now, big heavy 
hoses blasting ice water through every stained-glass window might still stop 
the horror, but the night’s dark and heavy, no one’s been summoned, nobody’s 
awake; all sleeping way upstairs as the gas lines spit fire choking down all, but 
the flames getting stronger, the flames and the gas all-consuming — 

Why don’t we pay the cleanup crew we use once in a while to do it? 

Money’s too tight now, with Dad laid up like he is. 

I know, okay, but—for Christ's sake, Mom. 

—piles of ropy shredded flammable kindling flaming hotly across the 
floor. Fumes over fumes enveloping sodden rag lumps into balls of fire. Fire’s a 
struggle, containing its own logic, as trash bags fume up visibly toxic bubbles 
within expand to perfectly round flame-balls, all flying all bursting showering 
out in red hot white. Liquid fire slices ‘cross it’s lucky there’s no fragile human- 
necks stretched out there, no, but, it’s just as bad how Mom Potter’s 
graveclothes catch from head to toe in one singleflash, melting her bellyhips, 
charring her hair to shrivels, God, burn the flames, where’s the floor? Drop 
through; cook the funeral home at high for an hour, and stir vigorously. The 
stew folds, blends, bubbles and folds in the drifting sodden temporarily 
fireproof flower-work — 

I don’t like how it is since Dad’s sick. 

Me either. That’s why we got to keep busy and think about other 
things. 

—Dodge head blocks, the lower body positioners that every 
generation of Davis men from Abraham through Jamed found invaluable 
when packing orifices. Arm and hand positioners, cross chest, cross arms, to 
force the dead to pray until they can’t take it no more. I will talk, yes I’ll talk, 
we can't take it no more, yes! Good God, I will talk; just stop, please stop. 
Please take off the extremity positioners clamped down so hard ah; I will 
confess M’seur, of the plot to torch Our Lady of the Angels School while classes 
were in—I do confess— 

Okay. I’m going upstairs. It’s just going to get hotter up there. 

That's true. But wait. Tell me. Have you thought over what we talked 
about last night? 

Oh. You mean what we fought about for the hundredth time last 
night? 

Janie, no. Listen. We got to talk that through and settle it. It’s got Dad 
stressed. He's too sick to have things like this hanging over him getting him 
stressed. 
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I am not going to take over this creepy business when he is gone! 

—yes yes yes, though I am an obese case, I will keep my hands 
clasped. Don’t clamp on the positioners again, no! I swear that was the truth, 
plus the damned clamps would even give the dead a rash, so caustic they are 
¡they are Velcros sizzleyes sizzle sizzle sizzle here’s foil ducting wraps red and 
yellow colors flames yes that what it’s called not to code flames up quickly 
slams slices bashes all superhot, through the embalming room door, like, it’s 
molded of butter while up in the dark parlors it’s all up a hundred or more 
degrees the licking licks up everywhere we'll get there we're inexorable yes 
trust us around this new roomful of embalming products plastic jugs and 
containers ignite holding Chromatechs Humeglo that— 

I can't tell Dad that, Janie. 

—goes up hot and flows out scalding, oh yes, beautifully. The cellar 
level’s a boiling mass of natural law gone wild, but very precisely and true to 
the chemistries involved knocking all down off the shelves like off the lip of a 
dam flames down the sluices of Jaundofiant melt Basic scorch Metasyn 
smolder Permaglo torched Plasdo baked Plasdopake incandescent DeCeCo 
super-torrid Dri Cav flaring on flaring Freedom Cav blustering Metafix 
broiling Mylofix scorching PermaCav— 

That will be his last straw. It will kill him for sure. 

—flashing Permafix sparkling Spectrum caustic exploding SynCav 
blinding-hot searing PermaSeal non-flammable, but melting all down 
spreading smothering, but much weaker, all engulfed evaporated and gone. 
The stench in the walls rises to the bedrooms where Wendy Janie and— 

How do I tell him this, Janie? Tell me—how do I do that? You think 
that'll be easy, Janie? 

—mindless gone Jamed wreathed with airy brown thickening tendrils, 
all choking, and that’s what first woke Wendy. In the cellar, the best jar of Pore 
Closer money could buy, becomes candle disappearing heat puffing the 
contents out and away to shimmering gas sparking up momentary diamonds 
in the flame jarring down for no apparent reason the Heavy Compound 
Injector from its softening slanting slippery green steel rack while above Little 
Bobby Zap-monkey’s superwide custom casket's full overflowing thick greasy 
flames shooting what he used to be spattering up through the heat— 

Janie froze, clenched, and spun. 

If he was dead, it'd be really easy, Mom. It'd be really easy. For both of 
us! 

—and smoke straight toward heaven — Wendy stirs screaming, Janie, 
Janie! There's a fire! Get out! As the fat jug of Dodge-Sorb just vaporized down 
cellar as that other tight-assed Dad used to say before he was dismantled in a 
motorcycle accident is limited only by your imagination such as overfilling 
juglike banana-shaped corpses blown out to super-full bursting by this original 
Dodge Embalming Machine finally an embalming machine you can depend on 
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that has all the features every machine should have, but none, do no more, and 
the Dodgesorb Absorbent's so rich— 

Janie! Wait, wait! Let's talk about this! 

—cranial caps stacked beside the rapidly simmering hot old machine 
flare up like steel wool can usefully absorb seepage from autopsied or 
mutilated heads, but are no use in firefighting. Most firemen have no idea that 
such things even exist, or that the inside of the cap is absorbent, while the 
outside is fluid-impervious, but, it's still flammable. It conveniently conforms 
to the shape of the head easily, but is still flammable. Slide under the head and 
the cap sinks into the casket pillow but it still burns like tissue Wendy stoops 
below the thickening smoke sticking to the ceiling finds Jamed’s room-door, 
dashes in and knows he is going up fast flame is flickering between the 
floorboards catching —‘nd the time finally flowed up ‘til now where the 
flickering lick found the corner of Jamed’s winding sheet; Wendy runs across 
toward the quick-smoldering bed, but, barefoot, the heat drives a daggerlike 
hot-bolt up through her core pushing ahead out her mouth the scream which 
had been long dormant inside, but now activated it yells, Jamed Jamed, Jamed, 
l= 

Janie, where are you, Janie help me! Your father is dying here Janie 
come help! 

Pain-panicked she reaches his flaming bed and throws back the covers 
throwing up a spark-shower blocking her back from him but but but her arms 
push through the flamewall gripping Jamed’s arm and pull and burn and her 
grip slips off holding a handful of his degloved burnt slimy detached sizzling 
rag of his arm — 

Janie! Janie come help! 

—and she grips out into the yellow red living sear wall again feeling 
nothing but gripping in her mind. There’s no feeling in her hand, her arm, but; 
she has to have him, because—Lord God, I love you Jamed, you can’t go this 
way; see that, she loves him she does makes the air all through the funeral 
home become either greater or lesser but the end’s decided and it’s coming 
near where Old lady Barbara’s solid bronze super-expensive ten-ton casket 
presses down hot much too hard, and, all crashes to the floor below, and that 
to the floor below, lower, and all’s a hissing steaming flaming meatmass 
shrinking and shrinking down to never will be found, ten feet under her 
Jamed’s cases of the very same surgical steel instruments used a hundred years 
back by Abraham in the flesh with no sterilizers needed, ‘cause you can’t kill 
the dead—or can you maybe—all crash to the floor as two floors up—but 
Wendy somehow comes free of the crumbling ash heap her numb dying arms 
dripping ribbons of black flesh she falls back over out onto the sidelawn and 
falls face-first ‘cross the cold dewy dawngrass, into the arms of her screaming 
daughter, Janie. 

Mom, Mom, Mom —thank God, here I am—where’s Dad? Did he get 
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out? 

—and the reply flies up in the calm cool trees Janie’s pulled her under. 

No, my God, no! Jamed is gone. 

Mom. Please. 

I tried, I tried, but—Lord God no Janie, your father is gone! 

Janie, nothing — but now in the dawn firemen noise red and hose water 
all around—they’re helped across the street. 

Safe. 

Yes; then the roof slams down whole, showering out embers, 
engulfing all else below, slamming all down fragmenting the last in the line of 
Davises to bits, merged with the greater ash-mass of the funeral home never to 
be recovered. The pile’s geysering up embers high higher highest; by now, all 
the town’s aware; dawn’s here wakening all still alive, and, Wendy; Wendy 
writhes in third degree pain in both arms, and across most of the front of her 
upper body. She’s taken away by some hands, words, and sirens, leaving Janie 
there in the grass for a long time. Above in the shadowed bottoms of the dawn 
tree-leaves, she gazes, but—smiling, do not thank, do not thank, do not thank, 
no not smiling, don’t even do that much, but, eh, it doesn’t matter now, 
because, who knows why. Janie must be in shock, she thinks, and does know, 
At least now there’s nothing for us to argue about, at least, and thank God for 
that too, no, oh Mother! 

Oh Mother! 

Oh Mother! 

Look down; smile inside. 
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Adam Fieled 
Perfect 


The poster of Monroe, dousing herself in 
cologne, was you, yourself, again— had to 

be perfect, as you said; as Jennifer was you, 
yourself again, perfectly, as didn't need to 

be said, couldn't have been anyway, then. 

I imagine you, wandering down to that dank 
basement, with a sense of symmetry in your 
brain about what had been, would be. By 

the time it was time, your hair had darkened, 
but the core of you remained bright, as bright 
as it had been in the house on South Atherton 
Street. It was your turn to cut down the middle, 
offer up your vision of perfection to a man who 
appeared to you more than a curiosity — sharper. 


The shock of making love amid a sea of paper, 
piles upon piles— my own vision of perfection 
had arrived, on the wings of the Symbolists, as 
they were me, myself, again, etc. The space we 
were able to inhabit that autumn, a from-here 
armistice season against Hell, couldn’t last, but 
we didn’t need it to. Rather, if we cut into each 
other at the right angles, a fossil shell imprint 
would be left on State College, & the whole world; 
pungent, starkly ravishing enough to last our 
own un-warped version of forever. So it has 
been for me. As to where & what you cut down 
the middle of, as we speak— we'll see if I’m 
pure enough to know anymore, Emily. Maybe. 
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John Sweet 


and we thought that when the war was over the blood would all flow 
backwards, and we were wrong 


or living like a wounded animal, which 

isn't really the same thing as living, 

but there you are in your collapsing hole 
with your open wounds and your blood trail 


here we are after 25 years of winter 


Y a lifetime spent digging at the same 
small patch of frozen ground with bare hands 


low tide 
faulty compass 


and what i find out too late is 
that anger isn't enough 


is that silence isn't an alternative to 
suicide, but a slower version of it and so 
we scream 


we make ourselves such easy targets 


open the door and all of that pale, blinding 
sunlight just blows holes straight through you 
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the fine art of kneeling 


and you're tired of crying, 
sure, 
but what are you going to do about it? 


end of winter and 
the sunlight feels good, but the 
season of rain is always approaching 


the age of pandemics, 

of secret wars and televised genocides 
and, once the future arrives, it 

never really goes away again 


once the tyrants have the barrel of the gun 
placed firmly against the back of your neck, 
all they can ever think about is pulling the trigger 


all they can really taste 
is your blood, 
but listen 


we are all believers in the fine art of 
finding joy in someone else's pain 


we are all waiting for the next enemy, 

the next lover, 

the next good high, 

and then it comes and then it's gone 

the first plane hits the north tower 

paddock pulls the trigger 

dead man in a dead man’s dream, and there is 
always the possibility of waking up 


lost and alone 


there is always the possibility of 
not waking up at all 
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a convergence 


or this idea that hope 
isn'tenough 


the truths of words stacked up 
against the emptiness of actions 


was it a movie? 


no, but there deaths and 
there was music 


are you in love? 


yes, but it's a fact that 
changes nothing, and so 
the obvious first 


rain all day on sunday and 
the subtle background noise 
of self-loathing 


not suicide, but the desire 
to be 
outside of everything 


the need for a weapon and, 
with it, power 


shoot the priest and 
then shoot the poet and 
then shoot the president 


none of them will be missed and 
the future will always be 

just beyond your grasp but 
aren't sick of the here and now? 


you're not alone 
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you're not in love 


hope is enough, yes, but 
we're born wanting more 


we grow up with the soundtrack 
to our lives always playing 
somewhere in the background 
we grow old 
and i tell you this and 

you laugh 
but you're young still 


i understand you'll outlive me 


i understand you'll 
come to hate me 


how could our story end 
any other way? 
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save us all from love and hope 


was breathing in the tarnished weight of silver skies, 
was trapped there between forgetting and forgotten, 
21 years of pointless starvation, 

air thick with the approach of rain, 

distant pulse of passing trains, 

and the child in the back seat made no sound 


had no hands 


looked a little like me, but i no longer took 
responsibility for any of the pain in the world 


ino longer walked 
when it was easier to crawl 


had finally become my father 
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Sterling Warner 
Equus Aloft 


Epona, Rhiannon, Bucephalus, my names 

all invoke assured horse shoe luck, ward off 

evil spirits, ogres, and sprites by planting 
nithing-posts targeting nations €: homes 

hexing fertility, summoning shape-shifting kelpies; 


I cast magic spells worked on pale riders & poets, 

a charmed pendant suspended by copper links, 

my visible necklace once defied corrosion, 

oxidized on acidic skin, left sea green mementos— 
avocado scars—lost love’s tarnish & equestrian grandeur; 


who rested in shrines & sprawled upon altars 
enjoying Celtic reverence, suffering 

my sacred brethren until their neighs deliver 
oracles fair and foul, divination tools tempting 
fickle fortune, keeping bridles out of reach; 


as human regard & veneration diminished, 

my Byzantine chain melted into ebon corners; 

there my likeness swelled, drifted above cauldrons 

empty, lecterns full & hovered like an equine talisman 
neither mare nor stallion—a holographic icon eternally hung; 


while I drink life & death after jawbone severance 

my head alone continues to color...lime to chartreuse, 
shamrock to emerald green, confined to kaleidoscope prisms 
projecting effigy shadows with only a grizzled muzzle... 
twilight sculptors now conjure my fortitude’s 3-dimensions. 
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[Untitled Poem] 


Are you plugged into 

the terrible sky where nothing 

much happens on any given day 

like today. Still, I hurry up. 

There are things to do. 

Envelopes to be mailed. 
Prescriptions to be filled. 

Strays to be fed. 

Visits to the destitute 

with sandwiches I made myself. 

It's so like the moon 

on a night when it's invisible. 

I'm a fountain flowing over. 

My heart flutters like a partly 
loosened sign on the side 

of a bus going downtown. 

And a red traffic light suddenly shines. 
How do you think the driver feels? 
Downcast? Furious? Abandoned as he is, 
as we are, by a system that fails us. 
What can he do? He can't just jump 
into the gaseous, star-flared, asteroid 
crashing above. Besides, at the end 
of the route is Taco Bell waiting. 
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Jack Galmitz 


Lynn Strongin 


RICH RAGS 
or 


STORIES FROM THE CLOCK AT GRAND CENTRAL STATION 
(For Deborah, my love, who took a long rail trip to meet me) 


CLOCK went tick-tock, nine hour glad rags, where did we ever go: 
Glass blown out 
While we left our life, hanging fire 


Quit Barros Street 
For the Bottoms: 
While now we embrace our age, with tenderness or rage 


This hermitage 
Then 
Page-by-page, divorce papers, nicotine-bitten turned in the north-to southern 
wind. 
What did we find? 
Bayous: boys girls, stuttering, on shack-decks of re-used lumber: tears 
sprung: they didn't speak our loved language, our own tongue. 


YLL GET BEYOND HERE TO EVENING 
Up north we had a deep tub, claw-footed 
Down south a sprinkler shower that shot in all directions 


The smell of fried fish reaching us from thec hip's shop. 
Down South girls wanted to get out of their blue dresses to shimmy 
Up north, they pulled wool skirts over their knees. 


The thing is 
What held the key, or keys to this new existence so shrunken, 
bleached the flowers chloroxed like the sky had no color. 
I want you to call be again your beautiful girl in my eighties. 
South even the bayous were depressive, slow as the sloth the water 
sluggish floated thru the reeds. The girl who'd had polio had bent 
deformed one knee: later, like me. 
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HOW TO GLOSS overit 
The unglossy south 
Scant shine 


These trees 
This shack 
This swamp: not mine. 


Yet forever am I trying to love the “not mine.” 
Here, pain, deformity, atrophy: put your small childhand in mine: 
Icicle-ville It will be made to warm 
The lino kitchen in which we hug: 
Try again, Lord how I wish to be flat-chested one again as a boy of nine 
or fourteen. 


STORIES from Grand Central 
The huge marble room with the clock whose case ballooned 
Out glass 


Before I learned the stares of deformed children 
When a new child was brought in, 
Woke up on the wrong side of the bed. Is there a right side? 


Had we an “obituarist” what could have been written up? 
That I’d spent hours in Grand Central Station mesmerized by the clock 
I know you need a homeland, heart, not two: 
I decided to return to my homeland 
To complete the tapestry of my. Life: bookended by war, the ward still 
with small heads in a row, silent with hidden mischief & mirth as 
ever. Forever. 


ONE CAN NEVER tell it all but partial with the lips of a child 
Fitting now a tree 
Now a swath of sky into the jigsaw puzzle 


Comforting 
Christmas balls, shone before my eyes, our trip South, the orange grove 
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Lit up fragrance, orange night, riding over the Jesus bar 


We were small & peripheral 
At Grand Central: I was learning to make my heart a lace-edged valentine; 
Getting our freedom papers, the divorce: 
Now at eighty, I long to get up & boil 
Water for a cup of broth: I miss nothing of the South, not even the 
oranges: only the austere 
north. My north. 


WE GOT THERE: no home run, a wooden slatted platform 
A boy pushed me off a bridge 
Rich Rags. 


Un-wealth me, unrich, strip me of that curse 
Life was hard up north 
But this is worse: 


Palm trees at Christmas, a bouncing ball, no skirt at all 
To speak 
Of & my baby doll, Susie, bisque head cannot cry at all: her tears 
Like us are held in thrall: 
This is the curse: child back against the wall, eyes screwed so tight shut it 
feels like hail falls upon them. Hail! 


IDO NOT KNOW Dublin, do not know London 
My feet know Montreal 
That one old world city: getting our lives back on track. Parallel. Steam engine. 


Other than that New York is my home. 
Was 
Now numerals buzz like bees around the elegant clock-balloon in the station 


Hiving honey, earning ember of passing stress & each others hand: 


But not sweet. Salt tears 
To the tongue. 
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LEAVING OURSELVES would make us better persons: 
Us taking a shortjourney from ourselves 
After the war: but this was still Marrow Lane, the thorned rose: 


For mother, piles of diapers 

Pipes that banged 

No hot water, stove that failed to ignite: a casual elegance but suspense 
ratcheted up: 


For me 
Ignition of sorrow that fuel which kept pumping; 
We piled into the old Buick we called Pinto 
& drove, from farm to farm, of wetland, the poverty, the poorness in the 
bone of hearing children speak sentences, our birth-tongue 
We could not understand. And it was always to my stringbean self I did 
return. 


AMONG THE MOST ANCIENT scourges to infect the heart of a child, 
It shortened my childhood 
May have lengthened my life. 


Clock went tick-tock: 
We put our lives in hock 
Drew them out unsold: they felt old, musty 


All became a morning-to-night scold: 
Not unlike now when I long to hold 
Her 
Who slips out of my arms 
Like sunlight from days. It is night all way. 


“Who will love the old 
If not the old?” (Katha Pollitt, “Brown Furniture” 


ANCIENT, hair the color of milk 


But silk 
Fine 
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I tried blue purple for a time wanting to make a smash hit 
Only with my own 
A few folk on the street. 


It was sweet as jasmine 
Or fruit-wine. 
Eyes hurt from not being out so long: squint 
The pattern-in-the carpet 
Shows a peacock, heart aflame, cry the heartbroken, street-smart cry of 
the insane. Workhouse-bane. 


TVE GONE THE DISTANCE for you 
A diehard romantic: 
Goat eating flowers. Brown furniture 


All my earliest childhood khaki, 
Later brown as far as you could see: 
Furniture, walls, even the hint of the se beyond my eye. 


It was not brown but green 
And there aha! There the enter in 
The moonlight covering the piano keys 
Like satin: low ashen sounds. 
Unbroken except for the kicks I gave my mother, alert to the music, going 
back the distance, to her womb. 


WITHOUT you I'd be an old solo 
Without fine-spun melancholy, 
Now that robust elegance is gone 


My blue bomber's jacket given to the Sally Anne, 
In me the fierce 

Aim of pushing “eject” button 

But instead trying, the third time, to get it right: 
The pearl buttons on my old Liberty of London 


Blouse. 


No one else to keep me company in the house but sadness: 
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The floors tilting, hard to push wheelchair over carpets, hundred year old 
roof & walls: 
library nook that despite age fits just right. 


TINNED, canned shrimp would be fine 
My life book-ended by war: 
In between a rich shelf life: 


In my prime, what I really want is reassurance: it's path-dependent 
Ismoked a Swedish cigarette for women 
Went out, bought a bottle of stout 


Got thin 
like Twiggy. Imagined Ziggy. 
Imagined wearing a backpack in a wheelchair: 
went to two coffeehouses: one hard, up two steps, had to be carried 
backward: one easy: there I met you 
who dropped a literary name: One played to win but other ways you 
lassoed me; stil do in our eighties: it’s not over but in late swing, the 
party over. A rogue wave has come. 


A ROGUE WAVE may get us 
What is the red priest writing, viola? Oboe? 
While the red pony rides free 


I ws on the cutting edg of passion 
While the subconscious, that wiley little best, distracted 
Attention to the pen which had fallen off the table. 


The one that got away 
Pessimism: 
The single gladiola that failed to open its six points yellow as the sun or butter 
This is hostage taking: 
my joy which ran freely in dawn is now a thin stream of water unable to 
reflect a thing. 
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RED PONY & RED PRIEST 
IlIness has a ripple effect 


“Do we see the future pass over the present's dusky glass?” Shelley 


TO RIDE horses three-quarter time; 

Red ponies flicker like candles across the plain, 

The red priest, Vivaldi, comes out of the orphanage for girls, into morning air, 
score in hand, he is smiling. 


How to tell 
One cold day 
From the next? 


U-turns are difficult 

in love. How reframe history.... 

The tangible, shoe-leather? In transit to Birkenua, Jews dying of thirst reached 
out, paid for half a cup. 


IlIness has a ripple effect: age twelve to eighty-one: how blunt the pain? 
Hospital in childhood, now, Vivaldi, language slips, a rein in age. Pony, how 
regain? 

Listening to the Whiskey Bard smiling, full-throated while the moon is shining 


I dreamt I was cradled in newspaper: behind the homily, home: 
A flat-chested girl again (sitting at our stove turning the 4 dials: blue flame) 
A private bitterness. My cheer had dodged a bullet. The disease a gut punch. 


After they put childhood in the ground 
This broken nest inside me singing in bed, wearing my wearing Van Gogh 
nightshirt curved spine. A sunflower stops me shy of the knife. 


My favorite dog buried in the yard. 

Three friends sat down & wrote songs custom-fit. 

I watched the red pony on the screen in hospital, I heard the Red Priest, 
Vivaldi: 


separating cold day from cold day, the old & the new me: melded what 
served me best, I’d learned to 
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knife-fight and not cry. 


A WELL-NEEDED diplomatic rest 
The babe in cradle 
Of Ukrainian winter 


One dimple. 

We are on speed dial. 

I save every single shred of good news, put it in the bank to magnify a bouquet 
bedside. 


One flower is the bride, 
One the gate crasher which am 1... 
Imagine a front ender loader taking the top off an egg. 
Be scarified the search for God must rest; 
be refreshed as a silver pitcher, beads of water on its silver breast. 


WHAT ONE ALWAYS wanted must be shelved 
Renew clear-eyed vision 
No fraction tires. 


Judicial writings offer a window into personality 

& intellect 

Elegance & romantic intensity serve well. If we go thru hard times, soon we 
will pass a highway sign: 


At a point of division, we must turn into the divine 
Finding its way: 
Bus breaks down but no blood is lost, the heaven host 
We continue our conversation 
With the stars, Mathematics floating up, the burning heaven: one sorrow 
may keep finds its footing. 


IF THIS WERE a godless hour 
We would not be breathing 
Thru it without every rib hurting. 
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For as long as I live 
Every hour is an hour to survive 
The lace-work of difficulty to give 


Any other name but Godded 
For in the shadow of lace 
Mahogany, oak, birchwood lives you at your dreamlens, me my dreamboard: 
Lord 
Its gloss 
that mirrors sorrow, mirror it loss converted to gloss 


FRIGID PRAIRIE winter took their lives 
Human smuggling 
Give us a hold on god, a rope, some we-are-all-linked savior 


From an ice plunge 
An avalanche. 
But branch cracks after branch: 


We cannot stanch our. Thirst 
Our throats so parched. 
There is willow, there is larch: there is inspiration 
So refugees become human cargo for which fees 
Are extorted. Left speechless, there is still the heart. And in this sword- 
sharp chill we must, blindfolded, deaf to storm, find the Lord. 


WE WHO WERE once Chaucerian in our brio 
Keep each other alive, 
One who can walk 


One who must thrive 
On imaginary journsy: 
If what we hear is a sign, angelic arsenal, end times feel closer.. 


A dog bats above an aria. 

Late Schubert plays, which is young 

illness creates a ripple effect; crcles of sea, greenhouse hues 
I wanted to create 
So wrote page after page 
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Until in fever te last wave breaking, I knew I wanted to be among the 
elect. 


HOOPS 

Ihave leapt thru many hoops: wooden, beige, blond: 

Some Brueghel like in that great painting “Children’s Games” 
Now with craquelure. 


The exodus of many hopes 

Thru a darkened 

Cathedral door. A call to prayer in a small village. Poppy fields blowing. 
Heroin. 


The lure of healing 
Like the brightness this winter morning, a Ist day of a panic year, endemic 
Which strikes like an arrow,, the marrow 
Of the bone 
& the pupil of the eye: now green, now grown, now rough rouge like a 
fox running in fear at a final warning. 
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THE BLUES DELIVER 
For Anna Akhmatova and Osip Mandelstam 
An all-nighter during war. . while Louis Armstrong 


plays 


THAT OLD TRAIN keeps rolling down the track. The radio delivered news 
from the front while the blues delivered. .. 

Kansas City, Muskogee: 

My past, my last life X’d out. Hidden child. Hungry. Tired. 


Hello, Springfield. 
Casey Jones was a marvel man 
But now he’s in the promised land. 


In biker's jacket, meeting a member of a holy family 

When I was a child rocked by sorrows in the south 

Even then, I drew a fiery line between freedom & oppression. 
This paralysis: only my lover knows what its done to me: 
Hidden child, lover: only the deep down blues deliver. 


WHEN I WAS a child bent over newsprint by lamplight during war 
The ripples war makes in bone 
The baby ina laundry basket breathing milk bubbles 


Corrugating it 
Like anvil sheet metal. 
And you so close to me in the next room. You girl curled up like a pearl. 


Newspapers making a tent between my parents, at two a.m. table before he 
trains back to head quarters. Blues play, they deliver. 
Smoking wainscotting-brown the air became between 
Coffee, an all nighter they pulled they know what rings each other’s bells. They 
clash. 
But after all, they were in their twenties 
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Now survivors of an extinct war, I turn pages with dry eyes in a 
doll’s war museum. 


IN MY SMALL war-museum, my bed 
Crutches in closet 
Wheelchair folded 


Recalling rattan of childhood 
Still undamaged 
Skin like peach fuzz, bruiseless flight to ground, feather-weight 


Now you know what paralysis is; 
Water where nothing blue gives 
Forth wake 
Pain where sensation proves 
Life, desire for freedom where no rope gives, to rush, to leap, whereas 
in the grave no muscle moves. 


WHY BE NOSTALGIC for the south 

When it’s where sorrow plays 

With light like a boy’s thru a girl’s hair? My exhausted beloved, taking 
care of me. 


What mournful Ukrainian tune 
Could express this: here comes a breathless voice, dig a tunnel to Poland. 
Imagine running a small shop near a fuel storage area, Chernobyl. 


Rucked up sweaters straightened. 
Iran back for Mrs Muffin-face as a child for comfort. My sweet spot. 
Moods that do not lift: 
My southern half, no, less than half riffs 
On paralysis: the fog of it dispersing: the way rope-beaten I am still 
rising. 
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A TREAT to have a breather, an episode free from pain: 
It’s back 
A blue cloud crying DOLL 


At sixes and sevens 
With heaven 
Leaven 


Bread out of baker's oven. 
The shape of water changes 
While fragile peace is talked about, comes 
Near, like blue-gray sea. Lace collar 
You first came into focus for me, a color on my body, of lilac sea. 


THE TRAIN SLID down a mountainside 

Transportation safety board 

Found it was due to degraded braking performance. Transparent. Thirteen- 
year-old died. 


My fear is up permanently 
Antennae 
When there is nothing left in your background to save you from this sorrow 


Complicated redemptive art; 

The older we get the more tenderness we have 
The train sliding down, transplanted child, dark thistle grove 
Transparent love. 


MY EXHAUSTED beloved, 
Carry on 
Because blues deliver, courage comes 


Cities, daughters, dreams, immigration 
The news has stopped my heart once more: 


Propaganda goes those organs of fallen soldiers are being harvested. 


“Your mother has a certain expression—one of longsuffering” 


120 


A helper said of our mother. 
Every move toward kindness camouflaged: I frame 
Night-after-night, day-after-day, in our Bohemian, little Soho 
In age, having landed, no longer an alien we push thru, our needs 
less transparent, trying to get over: blue. Framing survival with 
love. 


YOU ARE AN AMBER member 
While there is an exchange of prisoners 
Many women 


In besieged Ukraine 
War blunts every nerve 
& Neuron. Throw out the old tea, raspberry birthmark in twilit dark 


We live on 
Nourished by bread 
Water, the memory of a daughter. 
Don’t ask me what's going on in the blue hills younder: 
Will we ever reach younger, amber member, while across the ocean 
there are starved prisoners? 


Bootcamp, hospital 1951 


THE UNIMAGINABLE becomes the unforgettable 
The moment deserves to be understood 
A volunteer teachers organizes childrens’ games underground: for five weeks 


They have lived this way. 
Wrenching, revelatory 
Cerulean melancholy. 
* 

This wasn’t intended as exile 
The horse with star-splash in his forehead 
Stood next to blaze; 

I remember that box of water; the 12-year-old living in it, 

Barefoot in boot camp. Hospital-gown, no hoodie; trenched, no blood. 
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“This includes a soul, the silky part...” Mary Oliver 


REACH DOWN to the silky part of the soul. 

There is a that sweet spot. 

Filling the hands with mist. The city in my head is very sad. The pear’s “Luster 
of survival” 


Watching a bird fly off. Silence is broken in half. 
Sunset last night looked like forever, transistioning 
These structures upon sky 


See from end of the suite on the other angle? 
Who is on the other 
Side? It would be holy to have release.. 
Unanswered. All men will be sailors: one small woman standing 
against the sand. My beloved 
going thru patches where I go with her hand-in-hand. Beyond. 


WILL YOU EVER LOVE ME as you did before? 
Iam a cracked Vietnamese pitcher 
With almond eyes 


Will we re-take steps to ardor? 
Born on a rice farm outside Saigon 
The gift to be simple, like water ran thru my outstretched palms. 


Threading fingers. 
The box of water that was my twelfth summer 
Glimmered: the silk of the soul 
Your voice gentle as wind chimes. 
Never whines. Will you be by evening in the emergency room? Will 
you ever love me as you did before, again? 
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AM I A NIGHT Gardener who has ceased to understand world? 
I reach for the silken part of the world 
An olden child 


From nine years on. Buckeye muse. Particular voices. 
I pull away from the wounded area 
Retreating, curled up. 


Crystallize delicate ground 
This love defines us 
Angelus. 
Ice in April 
The fearing gaze of a sick child. Vindiction of love. I do not 
understand this world. 
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Richard J. Fleming 


ICE STATION ZEBRA 


During the last ice age, in a weather station, I licked my finger 
and tested the wind tunnel where snoozing drones nestled like 
baby bats. An old man from the sea swept the floor. A girl with 
a burp gun waited on tables. It was that kind of place, not to be 
taken lightly, but prettier than most. 


A meteor dropped in for the annual polar bear plunge. Trouble 
developed when zippers failed. Someone told the chief his life 
support system was on the fritz again. I didn’t know his frozen 
waffle was alive. 


It was the season of indescribable fruitcakes. You worshipped 
them, or waited until spring and used them like bricks to build 
a house that overlooked your penguin pool. It was the starriest 
night in the almanac. 


Iggy the egg man, 

(everyone called him that because nobody could pronounce his 
real name), sat in an igloo of Lego’s, carving barbed fishhooks 
from tusks. Lights spread across the sky like diamonds, and the 
snow wouldn't shut up. But where was the walrus? Everybody 
wanted one for Christmas. It was supposed to be a big surprise, 
or maybe an anonymous tip, I’m not sure which. 
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BILBO BAGGINS BUYS LUNCH 


A twisted tree grows in Brooklyn. In a bar on every corner, 
strangers drop by and stay for the next act of a one act play. 
We sophisticated urbanites prefer to mix our cocktails on a 
flagstone terrace, with English gin and a drop of vermouth. 
A bit of trivia: A Xerximeter is used to measure the diurnal 
ebb and flow of bilious fluid from what regurgitalith java? 


Less frequently, some countryside contains all you can eat. 
Didn’t I see you yesterday in the checkout line, buying rye 
and thistles for a festival of limp men? That did poison my 
appetite for blowfish; but if prepared by a good sushi chef 
in the proper manner, they can be indescribably delectable, 
finger licking good. Heidi Ho! After a lifetime of Cheerios 
and tumescence, I met someone, who knew someone, who 
once shopped here. That's why smart shoppers save Green 
Stamps; but they don't know what to do with them. 


Satisfied customers trapped in the revolving door of a vast 
department store, are rewarded with a brief glimpse of the 
apothecary counter inside, and the nifty doll behind it. But 
they don't know what to make of it. It’s like some diorama 
of outer space, limitless and infinite, except for what small 
details the eye can snatch. And that's not much, a few stars 
stenciled on the lampshade of a nightlight in an Andalusian 
bordello. 
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THE IMAGINARIUM OF ELMER FUDD 


Essentially, it's business as usual in the old neighborhood: 

Citizen Kane ditches a dead sled behind his father’s house. 
A Texas poker player trudges past the dowdy bricks of the 
book depository. A tiny hummingbird flits like a folksong 

under the Cinematheque’s nose. Shapeshifters sell “Street 

Wise” beside the marketplace. 


I wish I had a job like that. It seems, everyone is a poet or 
an artist, but no one is a patron. To further muddle matters, 
any kind of Art is accepted all over the humdrum universe, 
as long as it does not rock the riverboat, or any passengers. 
Agreed, the teal sea predetermines the final fuel surcharge; 
any reasonable percentage cripples the carriage in the lane 
between the hawthorns. The Bogey in the bedroom towers 
above the beguiled land, and my porkpie hat hides beneath 
the palace, but this lust for life abides through prototypical 
waves of wasted comedy. No more technicolor dreams. 


And when you're asleep, fortune finds pesky, little rascals 
in furry jackets, disappearing down the rabbit hole. I want 
one for emotional support. They’re hypoallergenic. But if 
used by humans, they smell like a wet bath towel. Maybe, 
the mystery is inherent in the symbiosis of a sheltered life. 
I think what I’m saying is it made sense when I said it, but 
sense is a relative term we tend to use all too often, and we 
don’t really know what it means; but in the best interest of 
the state, it gets endlessly debated by motivational morons 
at a round hole with square pegs. 


What if we strolled through an enchanted wood over there? 
Shallow, glacial streams meander by, silver minnows flash, 
dart hither thither; only to be ingested by bigger fish to fry. 
Stick figures walk on the grass. The swamp is really sticky. 
Rotten apples laugh. A riverboat burns a hole in my pocket. 
The house holds us hostage. Rosencrantz and Guildenstern 
have left the building. Come on down to my horse, and we 
will gallop under golden arches. 
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M.J. luppa 


Minnows 


All summer, long ago, she perfected her sieve's quick dunk and lift to capture 
a scoop of silver. Head-tail, head-tail— flutter & flash of minnows, no bigger 
than an inch. Her hurry to flip them, without injury, into the waiting 5-gallon 
metal bucket; wanting them to live long enough to boast of her day’s success 
on the dock, where we'd compare our buckets, sloshing with cyclones of 

tiny fish. She remembers being hypnotized by their race to nowhere. When the 
setting sun hurried her home, she'd settle the bucket under the pines, knowing 
there would be more of this, tomorrow. 
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John M. Bennett 


my is you 


my wound scrawl drowns 

in wind's gruel left a sunk 

door burnt word's glop 

streaks a flaming wall 

beneath the garbage gyre 
changed my throat ejecta -- 

, flaccid tongue reft clanging 
what I thought I thought in 

you a smear across a window 
broken in your shorts wet 
air runs downaleg yr 
shoealake d rip s off 
yr socks bloo d -s lint 


~ e ma ~ ~ 


~ ~ ~ ~ 
~ ~ Com E N occ™ ~ ~ oem E N come 


gee gee gee gee gee gee gee gee gee 
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forcefed 


enter swallowed knot be 
fore I slide the castle 
leafage fades outside a 
door [] empty fullage or 
a throat I crystalled hah 
& ha If a pouring rain 

of dust anio age of 
mouth gags open , p 
lunging speeds encage 

yr fetal shoe it was a 


neck gaped > , gg 


ate of skin spieling , pl 
ace's shallow breath , or 
headless basements , & a spoon 
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front 


my wood stick complains 

my eye yr fountain rains . 

a fork you lathered , 

shoe tongued a stone . 

flaca course impact it was 

my itch for you , or gone . 
convected tree I slaw , was 

fire ; wandered wet my 

socks : you a door a chair a 

char , retina concatenation 

in my thought derision oh ha h 
aw hot haw . what churns across 
the yard a storm 
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floating leg 


et st st et O O o E F 


leg rise before a screen was 
huge , green , dead tree 
drops forks clouds ladders 
my house is soup boiling in 
a basement black air chew 
a phone's splintered wind 
ow drips on floor speaks 
corners mildewed laundry 
c racked wall ice streams in 
water heater burns mouth 
drops uh chewed dictionary 
exexplains all is nothing 
walks away 
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tongue vector 


“bank accoint he was a bug” 
- Jim Leftwich 


cactus clock the xhixxens cr 
ack , left fog horse the chair's 
sausage soap . sip the mop 
core “time” nor tape a car yr 
obit clouds if I could norm 
suit but rope . but ay my 
soup laundry , waves & dust 
hologrammed for pliers sunk 
in salt grime remonies you 

, Or acid prisms in yr boiling 
line . yr spit asks the rooster's 
sea strings or defeneslexical 
achievement burns what sliced 
puff says , frumious dawn cover 


Blenderization of Jim Leftwich's 
skeletonized egerminated auctioneer, 
January 2022 
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loose floor 


seep or bleep combactant shshad 

ow glassic words my thunk la 

séver so mirror again punch thru 
sheety wrap . binding . lessens 

fog , lessons to forget I lithpt 

nor lithic but is lost sand. . . 
condensate vaporific read yr 

striation dis solutes can't gasp it 

off , yr pants slashed shirt re 
deblabberates . my fingers dript 

my bladder dries drains , brain & 
streams ~ =~ tS SRR RARAAAS 
soñé un lago con su piedra invisible 
soñé una nube mentandome el espejo 
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in tepetl in teatl 
Un paraigua en un garatge ple de 
cendra de cigar. - Joan Brossa 


ensierrado por la luz ausente me quemé 
el labio inferior el superpuesto aguado 
era , agua seca o poema olvidado . 
pulso al revés y . recuerdo la nada o 
el nadar por aire con los pies alados 
alambrados para no ahogar . el pico 
blanco o blanco . gorra adentro , hay 
aguacero hay ascua ¡qué prisa tiene! 
mis ojos escapes de camión formatizan 
el mundo con sus dientes de granito 

, £raniza espeluznante de la saliva 

que se me escapa por la lengua cham 
uscada ¡pos chúpame la boca y estáte! 
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tentativo y tentacular 


pisé el diccionario sopa indecisa de 
rramada en el pantalón mi olvido era . 
cojín deinfinito sin fin , si fin el aire 
fuere , si aire una palabra . o tont 

ería de tumba tumbalona , estela de 
piedra rey disuelto enterrado selvático 

, estela de mis calcetines rumbosos ¡ay 
qué comezón! . me espero en una cumbre 
ahogada , volcán estrangulado tal vez . 
mastícame los lentes por fin . puede 
que su reflejo comprensible sea , o que 
no que nunc . me ví la mano enc 
errada por viento que abría la 
hoscuridad de un libro nunca escrito 
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putreactivo 


¡ash blunder! jumping sodden , 

dead clam whispers in my shoe I 

open . tongue . ¡Lengua Babasotica! 
drawn across blade , fog flame . res 

tos del fuego inmicturado mis lapbios 

puru lentos como . mohomotores en 

la frigimismanos duermen 

en sus dobleces , face folds , closet of 
skull sardines , wall's a tooth left be 
ginning it's a . white throne my fountain 

, Big Throat PHone , orígen del fin , 

fon ética de la palabra perdida es “Perdida ” 
es “Pluma” “Plomeria” “Pedo” “~ ~ ~”, 
“Piel Puro” hacia el “Pasado Putrefacto” 
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i was deep dissolved 


cáncer cangrejoso en tu 
piel invisible soap risen out 
a shitty flag , claws & faucets 
smolder in the outhouse 
fingers crawl . ventana mohosa 
por mi canto descontado , chancre 
sore , night swells , my stink core 
de gusanitos , gritos olvidados ni 
gritados jay mis pies de plastico 
agrietado! .....garras que escurren fe 
lices MELO ad 
burbujas 
cerotes 
ojos 
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libertad macular 


pain is an open door & another door 
shutting dim shoes echoes 

throat swallows hair & gasoline cr 

acked frame , sore light , regurgled 
faucet , rust knob a bulb been a 
lightbulb eater . afterflux in tub 

asleep , plunge awake fluorescent 
tttubeffflickkker garbage inna windoor , 
fleas , blood , forks yr tiny retina claws 
itself , vista del fingerlather escalafónica 
por tu insismolencio , cacinsistente 
caroña inestable encerrada establosa 

en tu hedor ochentista el cielo abre su 
jojo ciego que velo Tod o Freiheit! 
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Harvey Huddleston 


Requiem 


“Breathe.” That's what the voice said in his ear but Elliot wasn't sure 
that he’d actually heard it. It was a low voice, soft and caring, one to be heeded. 
He glanced to his right and in the periphery, a little behind and to the side, 
stood Mina. Was it she who had whispered for him to breathe? Until then, it 
hadn't occurred to him that he might pass out but then he realized, in a 
moment's panic, it was possible. 

Surely Mina was feeling the same heat and lack of air as they stood 
waiting for the service to begin, just inside the door to the nave, between it and 
the vestibule, the casket now closed and resting on rollers before them, the 
Monsignor giving silent cues, the six young men on the other side of the casket, 
nephews and grand nephews whom Elliot might or might not know, 
unrecognizable in their suits and masks, ready to perform their task as 
pallbearers, staring at the casket and over it at Elliot with their vaguely familiar 
eyes, in those minutes as they waited. 

First would be Mass. A Requiem. The Mass for the dead. 

He wondered if the AC was on. He knew that it was but it was late 
summer in Memphis and nothing could hold back the heat and humidity 
beating at the brass doors and flooding through them when they opened. For 
the last hour steamy bodies had come into the vestibule of the church to visit 
and view his mother. Elliot’s sisters had chosen this way instead of having 
visitation at the funeral home last night, explaining that there weren’t any of 
her old friends left to come see her. 

This morning it was mostly Elliot’s siblings and their families. Some 
cousins his age whom he hadn't seen in years were there and a few older 
church members with whom she'd once had an acquaintance. There were also 
some friends of his brother and sister-in-law who’d known his mother over the 
years. Maybe fifty or sixty in all. Not bad, thought Elliot, for a ninety-eight year 
old woman who'd spent her last seven years in assisted care and the last two 
under quarantine. In Elliot’s weekly facetime calls with her, and more so 
during the last few months, she hadn’t been able to communicate much of 
anything that he recognized. 

But that was him, long gone and removed. It hadn’t been that way for 
her with everyone. Amber, her main care-giver at assisted living, had 
introduced herself to Elliot in the vestibule. He’d recognized her cheerful eyes 
over the mask, those same eyes he’d seen every week when Amber had called 
him in New York from the Ipad she’d set up for Lauraine. Amber always called 
her Lauraine and Elliot knew from the way his Mom’s eyes had followed 
Amber how much she’d meant to her. Amber couldn’t stay for the service but 
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it was nice that she'd come and Elliot told her she could still call him on 
Mondays anytime she wanted. 

Catherine Ann, his cousin, had also come up as he’d stood near the 
open casket. He didn’t recognize her eyes but then her voice gave her away. It 
had been at least thirty or forty years but the fun in her voice was still there 
and Elliot half expected her to make some outlandish remark about the 
proceedings. There were others like Monsignor McCartney whom his sister, 
Nancy, had asked to perform the service. He’d come in from a wealthy parish 
in the suburbs and told Elliot they’d been on the same peewee football team 
sixty years earlier. The Monsignor seemed a little miffed, not so much that 
Elliot didn’t remember him but because he hadn’t bothered to fake that he did. 

There’d been something more important on Elliot’s mind. 

The crowd in the back of the nave began to shift. People were now 
moving forward and filling in the pews up front. Elliot took a deep breath and 
followed them up the center aisle. The service was about to begin. 

Ad Deum qui laetificat juventutem meam, the first words of Latin he’d 
learned, the first line an altar boy said in response to the priest when serving 
Mass. It translates, I will go to the altar of God; to God who gives joy to my 
youth. Back then Elliot hadn’t known what it meant but the words had stuck 
with him. It was their sound, mysterious and sublime. In the second grade he’d 
learned them by heart and then recited them aloud in this same church for all 
to hear. Other things came back to him as he sat down next to Steve and Karen 
behind the others. He realized he'd forgotten to genuflect before entering the 
pew. 

There were the stained glass windows imported from Italy, rising thin 
and high to their half-moon Roman arches. They’d been the last major expense 
before the church was completed. The priests were always asking for money 
and Elliot remembered his parents discussing whether they could afford more. 
The Church eventually got its Italian glass and they were still his favorite 
windows of any church he’d been in. They weren’t too busy or ornate but had 
broad shapes in clear bright colors, the purest reds and blues and yellows he’d 
ever seen. 

He looked for the colored shafts of light slanting down through the 
miracles and saints but couldn't see any. Maybe he'd only imagined them or 
the sun was already too high, unlike when his class had knelt in these same 
pews during the seven o’clock Mass before school. It seemed to Elliot that the 
real miracle was that the church was still standing after the city’s exodus to the 
suburbs over the last half century. The school had closed years ago. Five 
hundred kids had attended with Elliot but now it sat empty next to the church. 

The casket was now in the center aisle at the front of the nave and 
Elliot wondered how he’d missed it being rolled there. The Monsignor and 
Deacon had taken their seats in the sanctuary to the right of the altar. From 
being an altar boy, he knew that everything was done with glances and nods, 
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especially at an unscheduled service like a funeral. Elliot tried to go back over 
what he'd planned to say but then couldn't remember it. Another moment of 
panic set in until it came back to him that he would first thank everyone for 
being there. Should he mention the heat? No, it wasn't important and there 
was still the question of whether it was only him who felt it so intensely. 

A woman at the piano off to the side played and sang the hymns that 
his sisters had requested. They’d asked for something appropriate but Steve 
had made sure that “Amazing Grace,” the one she played now, was among 
them. The Deacon, a high school classmate of Steve’s, was supposed to perform 
the service but when Nancy brought in the Monsignor, the Deacon had asked if 
he could assist. Also up there with them was an ancient clergyman who'd 
struggled in on a cane and had barely made it to his seat. Steve whispered that 
he was Father McConnaghy from the Ave Maria home and that he and Mom 
had become good friends during her last years. Steve was surprised he’d come 
at his age so Elliot made a note to include him when he thanked everyone. 

In the pews up front on the right side of the aisle were the immediate 
family with Nancy, Lynne and Lauralee in the first pews, along with their 
husbands, kids and grandkids. Karen, Steve and Elliot were in the last pew on 
that side. In the front pew on the left side of the aisle were the pallbearers and 
ushers with the other guests in the pews behind them. Karen and Steve’s 
friends were in the back on that side. Dan and John were there. And Mina, 
Karen’s best friend, was in the last pew with anyone in it. She looked at him 
when he glanced over and Elliot wondered again if it was she who'd told him 
to breathe. 

The Deacon crossed to the pulpit at the left of the altar but further 
down towards the nave. He spoke into the mic and Elliot couldn’t understand 
him over the wind shock of his voice and its echo in the cavernous space. He 
wondered if the mic was too old, its diaphragm too brittle and cracked after 
sixty years attached to that pulpit in air constantly changing from sauna hot to 
meat locker cold. But then he caught a few words and recognized the awkward 
constructions translated from Latin by way of that still controversial Vatican 
Council way back when. Mass had begun. 

The Deacon left the pulpit and met the Monsignor behind the altar 
where they made preparations. Next up to the pulpit was Laurie, Nancy’s 
daughter and Elliot’s niece, who now had three grown kids of her own. It 
struck him how she still looked like that little girl at her wedding twenty five 
years earlier. She read some liturgical text that he could barely hear. Was she 
too far from the mic or her voice too soft? But her reading was short and she 
then made her way down the steps, around the communion rail with another 
step down and back to her seat in front. Elliot watched her negotiate all this as 
he would soon make the same journey himself. 

The Monsignor then took his place behind the altar and the 
congregants took their cues from each other, sitting, kneeling and responding 
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“Amen.” Elliot tried to focus on the liturgy but that kid’s habit of drifting 
during Mass intruded. An old George Harrison lyric ran through his mind, 
“Soon will be the break of day, sitting here in Blue Jay Way.” Elliot tried to 
make it stop but then the strings came in, swelling up to carry him away. He 
began to have second thoughts about trying to speak. Maybe someone in his 
condition shouldn't attempt it. 

When Steve had asked a few days earlier if he wanted to say 
something, Elliot said that he did. Karen wanted to speak too so it was decided 
they both would, with him going first. Now, there in the pew, it occurred to 
Elliot that he could still opt out. He could just say to Steve right there next to 
him that he wouldn't be speaking after all and no one except he and Karen 
would ever know that he'd backed out. But then Elliot remembered that there 
was something important he wanted to say, even though, at that moment, he 
couldn't remember what it was. 

The Mass proceeded with its incantations and spells. Some there had 
never been to a Catholic Mass so the Deacon would signal when to kneel and 
sit. When his time came, the Monsignor approached the pulpit and spoke 
loudly to overcome the poor sound. His sermon was disjointed with him 
listing things important to Elliot’s Mom like her love of music and baseball, 
interspersed with reminders of the eternal reward awaiting them all. The list 
was taken almost verbatim from an obituary that Elliot and Steve had put 
together but then wasn't used because their sisters had wanted something 
more traditional. Steve had instead laid out some printed copies of itin the 
vestibule that the Monsignor had obviously put to use. 

Elliot recognized a familiar urgency as the Mass built towards 
Communion. He didn't know the exact order of things, especially since this 
was a Requiem and he could only remember serving at one. His Mom had 
always asked if he went to church on Sundays and he would answer, “Not a 
whole lot but I’m thinking about it.” But then, in her later years, when she 
could no longer share in the joke, he’d just say that he did. 

Elliot was surprised that so many lined up for communion. Not only 
hadn’t he been to confession in at least fifty years, a major prerequisite before 
communion, he hadn’t fasted for the last three hours. He wondered if all these 
people had done that or if those things were even required anymore. Either 
way, Elliot wouldn’t go up to the rail for communion. Those were the rules as 
he’d learned them under pain of mortal sin and he wouldn't be disrespectful 
by flaunting them at this late date. 

Watching the communicants return to their seats with wafers 
dissolving in their mouths, Gordon flashed through his mind. There was 
Gordon in the seventh grade, his head bowed and his hands folded in front, 
walking back from Communion down the center aisle with a giant erection 
holding out his pants in front like a tent pole. Everyone could see it, the nuns, 
the lay teachers, the kids in their class, girls on the left and boys on the right. It 
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was shocking, funny even, but also sad. Sad because of the humiliation on 
Gordon’s face. No one laughed or gave any indication they'd seen it because, 
in his humiliation and defeat, there was an intimation of what was in store for 
them all. Elliot couldn’t remember it ever being mentioned except for hearing 
that Mister Charles talked to Gordon about it in private. 

Mass was wrapping up quickly as it always did after receiving the 
body of Christ. The sign of peace was passed around but Elliot refrained, 
feeling himself tense up and knowing it was almost time. Monsignor blessed 
the congregants and said, “Go in peace.” Then stepping away from the altar, he 
kind of mumbled, “And now we'll have some words of remembrance.” 

A silence settled in as Monsignor looked out. Had that been Elliot’s 
cue? He looked over at Steve who motioned him forward. Elliot exited the 
pew, being careful to not stumble over the folding kneeler that had always 
tripped him up. He walked up the center aisle and then to the left, around the 
communion rail and one step up to the sanctuary. As he approached the pulpit, 
he found himself removing his mask and Joe Biden flashed through his mind. 
He climbed the two steps and looked out at those staring back over their 
masks. 

He then looked at the clergy seated on the opposite side of the 
sanctuary and spoke loudly since he wasn’t facing the mic. “Td like to thank 
the Monsignor, Deacon and Father.” Then he looked at the pianist. “Td also 
like to thank the piano player for her wonderful music. You know, Mom was a 
musician too and she would’ve appreciated it.” He then looked back out at the 
waiting eyes. He saw Steve in the back motion for him to move closer to the 
mic, which he did. Then he began. 

“Once I was in Nancy and Jimmy’s backyard for a family get together. 
It was one of those beautiful days. Great food and drinks, kids jumping around 
the swimming pool, a football game on TV inside, and I was sitting on the 
patio with Mom...” 

Whose voice was that coming back at him off the walls? It sounded 
vaguely like his own but it was more like that voice he’d heard as a kid. Soft 
and weak and pitched way too high, the kind of voice no one listened to. He 
paused for a last moment of panic but it was too late now. All he could do was 
go on. 


143 


bofa xesjum 


over 


it’s over. 

i guess. 

i don’t believe it. after all these years, it’s over. 
yes, so it seems. 


what do we do now? 1 just can’t believe it. 


get up tomorrow and go to work. what else are we going 


to do. 

you're right. we can’t tell anybody else about it. 
exactly. 

we should have some kind of little celebration. just me 


and you. 
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maybe. how about friday, after work. 


that sounds good. friday it is. 


nothing too spectacular. 


no. 


all right, then. i will see you tomorrow. 


tomorrow. 
see you. 


take care. 
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Ben Egerton 
from Antiphony | Anti-phoney 
TIL 


Part test —excuse everything— part investigation: nothing spoken is kept. 

Zig-zagged utterings rehearse half-arsed excuses: enunciate common 
misconceptions, maybes, 

weaknesses disclosed —all is prayer. (Virtual reality lies too deep.) 


Keep guessing. You’re only half correct. 


Xylose: the Tree’s new sugar. 
Xylose: wooded, quiet, dendro-overabundant. 
Xylose: sinners’ judgements banished. 
Gone. 
(You liar! — 
—Not lying!) 
Quiz (...keep going!): 


All Passion blood is what? Vermillion? Crimson? Fire-red fake blood? 
Jesu's veins course mortal with... melody? Yes? 


O undo, undo everything! Your revelation & healing 
& knowledge again, God. Sweeten our quietness. Let zig-zagged utterings fail. 


But—voce forte! — quieten not hallelujahs! 


Jubilate! Jubilate Deo! 
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X. 

Let's pretend views now derided were acceptable. If suggesting zoning each 
justification only, then glib righteousness yields but fact. Unhoused knowledge 
must create historically-quantifiable expectations. Blessed is reason. When 
magic oppresses educated talk, expel all heretically-sealed faithful. Kindling 
perspectives undiminished [in] zealous gloating [only] qualifies yesteryear's 
creed veracious. Let deities justify nothing! You rejoice in demonstration. No 
lawcourt voluntarily grants conquest [based on] zany suggestions, however 
underhandedly plaintiffs keep falsifying acknowledged truths. Juries believe 
explanations & evidence. Or we’d quote madmen. Mad? Inimical? Cunning? 
Knowledge unburdens belief; explanation prohibits faith. Yes, then, our 
judicious enquiry requires godless zeal: we shall desist never [from] logic's 
victory, & quisitioning heaven's advantage. 
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XL 


Gather gravegoods, friends, now 

while you're fit: bucolic 

knickknacks; vigorous percussions [for the] dead; quick 
items you'll relinquish; 

votive deposits newly burnished 

& kept ready until such time... 


¿Until night unfirms 
quiet justice & you, isolated 
[in] night's jaundiced counterpart, yield readily, 
& mort's zephyrs—gentle zoom —extinguish 
each jour candle, one by one... 


—Keepsakes bind memory to place. 

—We abide exposed, within underhand's reach. 
—Keepsakes placate memory. 

—Zero safety; zero exception. 


...& half-light fingers half excavate 

cryptic vassal devotions, half audible aubade 
lures quantity & quality into otherness, into 
erosion [of] light’s venal demands. 


Envisage salvific passage through liminalities 


with sequestered graven embellishments, & enter 
obstacle-free [from] jour’s ambivalent trappings. 
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XII. 


“Bring forth light!” Darkness—taut, malevolent—quavers. 


Young lucifer, immature, supple-bladed & [a]glow 
with youthful optimism, dispenses 
his knightly purpose. 

Quick, unquenchingly quick, 
[this] jack & knave & saviour alights victorious; 
flame unfurled, zedding ensign-like, jib-like, 
& raised [from the] candle’s column. 


[That] which powers his upwards, outwards, 
jubilant reach deepens negativity: flame’s vacancy. 
Kenotic zeitgeber emanates as core’s spark 
excavates, generating nothingness. 


Yet extinguish not gallant burn 

until wax— radiating memetically — reaches 
karst zone, or have each afterglow 

limited [to] very tight downward jurisdiction. 


[For too] quick action inhibits molten fullness. 
Overzealous mediation hinders combatant-light 

[in] exposing some vain nocturnal trespass — 

lest the burn tire prematurely & “who goes yonder...?” peter 
ingloriously out. 


Eternity’s exigencies implied. 
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Candle Memory 


XV. 


Echoes increase. Never excuse 
increase—patterns grieve truth. 
Objections yield excuses. Never 

grieve desire’s soundless valour. 

What truth contains forever? 

Patterns valour addresses: manipulates 
truth; limits knowledge; increases 
betrayal; addresses victory; addresses 
limit. Echo’s rhyming question 
soundless: hope, objection, jests, 
excuses, objection. Hope’s echoes 
contain zeal’s weakness. Zeal’s 

hope manipulates. Jest unsettles — 
manipulates—rhyme’s echoing patterns. 
Zeal weakens, zeal contains 
knowledge: betrays unsettling rhyme. 
Rhyme’s grief patterns knowledge. 
Unsettling never increases hope— 
yield excuses yield’s desire. 

Never (forever) question objection’s 
desire. Jesters manipulate. Yield 
forever contains truth’s weakness. 
Vague soundless desire grieves 

any knowledge. Limitless betrayal— 
Judas? — questions flattery. Soundlessness 
quenches unstemmed blood loss. 
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Anthimeria 


AMID DISTURBANCE, HALTED 


With a hurry —which might last days—> or minutes, 


dance 
I —stare, the me si 
reach rubbed work 
| y | 
a sal di on glass, a nostalgia > gets 
The mulberry notheard done, 
y 
trembles this year. y 
or do I usually not notice? 
piles 
Rain, not individuals, not alone, desperate? piled, 
y neat piles. 


remembers the ballroom has no rules, 
desperate the gravity, inevitable 


eggs (drop) as they seek their mother. 
The sea not far > Coney Island Avenue > I imagine 
not far > Ocean Parkway ———> rain sprints ahead. 
Our cold rooms, indoors, maintain a tango 
with another, Iam here with another. 
Our embrace occurs. 
Remember it. + Once we would have stepped out 
in the storm. I stand > not out. 
I watch, prehuman, an event, 
economics not yet (re)written. the downpour world news 
without the effecting item. 
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Nathan Whiting 


April 10, 2020 


THE EXIT 


»YOU4 MUST RETURN. THE WORLD WILL OPERATE. 


I gather ((a group)), solo— bewildered near the— exit. 


((millions)) within Which 
| | y 
((in our)) ((not an side? 


((city, —a bleak promise of> escape)). 
I, conceived as an exit — give birth to the exit 


as it gives birth 
If I need the exit 4 


to me. 
I go — too proud. REPORT 
IfI deny the exit y OR LOSE 
I will lose a world YOUR HOME! 
as I create it. 
So I approach the exit 
y 
dea as a slower decade begins > so fast 


ready to walk through days appear motionless. 


y stop for the world acts an empty role. 
but stop for hours return, reflected. 
stop for my coach, 


a belief which spits venom, shouted at me. 

Lift my eyes  Liftmychin Massage my arms 
again again again , exercise on the mat tedious ... long. 
what I become before the exit 


exists — a cause? 
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She enters. He enters. 
Their lit up, intuitive mind reveals 
a different direction a pause 
filled 
with unexpressible thought. 
She worries, y 
an alarm pulled by each end of never. 


“Save me.” “Hurry.” 
He soothes, 


dreads > a diet without heat or color. 
She saves him. “Leavel” 
The world heard [larger] demands demands 
demands, 
Her real imagination hides in his imagination. demands. 
“Kiss mel 


YOUR SALARY 
WILL BE 
COMPROMISED 
OR NO FOOD 
[PROFITS] 
CAN BE 
DELIVERED. 


“Leave!” 


Do we dare They —open a virus and discover— a plague, 


taste ourselves?” — | 
| 


RE 


enter the clever —reach for— keys glad 
“Slower!” | | from | 
a plague find outward: nowhere; in pain’s 
4 1 y 
and find an exit —opens > them In familiar 


“I claim y _— 


y 


a full meal.” no exit —or drift through our safer— hallways. 


“Dearest, must we hoard what we are? 


life not used until later? 


an untaken inheritance our heirs will barely sample?” 


153 


We arrive. We leave. 


We begin 1 we begin. 
Every moment an exit > before the exit T 


invents another The exit changes. 
Where it is and how found Î 
Iinhabit The Exit 4 Where it leads Î 
inhabits me. 
I wear an exit, > my clothes 
For the entire y 
universe a departure. 


lam one exit, 
a garment for the galaxy, even on days I go no-place; 
weeks weeks without being seen. 
Beyond any way out, 
past a being always contained. 
Iam space, Y WORK FASTER 
places knowledge enters. TOGETHER. 
Honored by many exits, 1 do not bow out, 
for a loss of past begins 
another turn where everything mutates. 
We wait. The exit waits 


Pilgrims trade their tales > towards the exit 
for epics end at7 S 


THE ECONOMY and begin inside 
COMMANDS as they reach a Mecca or their heartbeat 
YOU. or a shrine 


or a next life. 
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Renounce The Exit! 
Detect —stars burnished far as they can be— seen; 


| | 
how the greatest 
| beig 
ego exit 


a cloud—nevpr known to— crave | 
| clings | a giant 
rain, y desire, y 


| where goals —rehearse illusion or aim a— telescope. 
sun change fee 
y y 
upon me, —not a room’s necessary greed— too busy for rays. 
On my island | find a lilac bush 


almost my height, a surprise 
never noticed > and three or four 


“Bring me your unity.” blooms, or, ah clusters of flowers. 

“Now.” “I will A lilac symbolizes intent 

divide our unity unequally.” planted > widespread. It was intended 
“Bring it!” for me. For this reason | stay here 


and (don't smell it > the mask), but lilacs 
fade > an ordinary bush. We wait 
[maybe years] and | never noticed 


I listen for a ring, until > it blooms > now. 
too few bells — The island perpetuates now. 
The lilac barely a symbol 
none — no tinkle— no bong but she indicates : today. 
bong boongh~~~~ prayer 
a popular ointment. “Stay in place” they say, for now. 


Please bring bells. 
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A window 
What of those who do not 
have t ? Two gazes ————> search miles, 
a wall watched. 
At awindow — perhaps people gaze 
not soberly [vacant] enough. 
Does my stare dangle here from future? 


Instead, delight —could-rage— beneath us, 


l; T | 
we a desert happiness 
| t 
know a mirage, real-(ish) 
I pretend y 1 
| only joy's draw [remote when 
nature, control]. | 
but cannot travel with it. a thrill 
y Wait. | 
asparagus will rise : claims 
by the pound. y 


itself an exit. 
Movement — movement 
“Come closer 
with your movement.” 
“No.” “Not so close.” 

“Do we own a suitcase, Nancy?” 

If so, we could leave > out — with wild dogs and bears. 
“What, an attractive suitcase?” 

We want a simple emigration > any shelter. 
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The exit appears in cycles faster than 


y the brain, 
in imagination => symbolic of our being 
which compares ourselves a body tired. 


and 
ourselves, a labor for the mind 


Experts have learned an ancient action which began The Exit > often reappears 


y unrestrained, 
relativity of the relativity 4 
permanent and temporary old laws 
y PS lashes 
eternity. unaffected 
by local will. 


The recycles wait 
as fears invent a game played alone, 


a truck (driven), 
the road with rules > exits judged. 


y 
built of stones > bricks delivered, 
How do we find T no construction > a no mortar ailment. 


Clack! Bang pans, 
music from windows. 


Look : my exit clearly says : 


ENTER NOT. 
May 16-19 
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Volodymyr Bilyk 
Topical Chores 
sigh wink zing bob gag hollow gust ogle nod tacitly 


0.0136986301369863,0.043835616438356165,0.04794520547945205,0.05342465753 
424658,0.057534246575342465,0.09726027397260274,0.06164383561643835,0.0452 
05479452054796,0.019178082191780823,0.056164383561643834 


dslkk swirl kfooo uofuuu sloold dzroo zzzzb yormp tzhkk willk 


0.0136986301369863,0.019178082191780823,0.0136986301369863,0.013698630136 
9863,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.0164383561 
6438356,0.10273972602739725,0.01643835616438356 


vague ebbing trill tongue squelch ample thrust fingers rugose nocuous 


0.0136986301369863,0.06027397260273973,0.0136986301369863,0.0150684931506 
84932,0.024657534246575342,0.0136986301369863,0.019178082191780823,0.07397 
260273972603,0.015068493150684932,0.0136986301369863 


tap gob hop ding tear flash lips bluster jib merely 
0.050684931506849315,0.019178082191780823,0.08904109589041095,0.049315068 
493150684,0.043835616438356165,0.028767123287671233,0.04657534246575343,0. 
024657534246575342,0.0136986301369863,0.01780821917808219 

spacious gzig grogg pulls blush gawk stertorous whiplash armtt artaztt 
0.015068493150684932,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.013698630136 
9863,0.0136986301369863,0.019178082191780823,0.0136986301369863,0.02876712 
3287671233,0.07945205479452055,0.0136986301369863 

tztt tfokk susurrus wrests wrinkling ilooh allnnn cloud fingers shredding 
0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.01506849315068 
4932,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.0534246575 
3424658,0.07534246575342465,0.019178082191780823 


haw rap twist way rolls seethe wasted squeeze flailing toe 


0.0863013698630137,0.049315068493150684,0.01780821917808219,0.01369863013 
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69863,0.015068493150684932,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986 
301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863 


cloud deep pat yoke lame nose lap gewgaw pant cheek 
0.06438356164383562,0.056164383561643834,0.04794520547945205,0.0465753424 
6575343,0.023287671232876714,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.01369 
86301369863,0.04246575342465753,0.0136986301369863 


tickling wad nictation saltatory flump backward heaves haste kick bow 


0.019178082191780823,0.056164383561643834,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301 
369863,0.01643835616438356,0.0136986301369863,0.03972602739726028,0.013698 
6301369863,0.03561643835616438,0.05342465753424658 


peal zap skirt sithe bean curls drab ebb pull sound 


0.050684931506849315,0.03287671232876712,0.03424657534246575,0.0301369863 
01369864,0.03287671232876712,0.03287671232876712,0.028767123287671233,0.06 
575342465753424,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863 


opaque pinch nebulous void whist frown echo blast bubbles eerie 
0.023287671232876714,0.04246575342465753,0.038356164383561646,0.046575342 
46575343,0.0547945205479452,0.06164383561643835,0.0589041095890411,0.04246 
575342465753,0.04657534246575343,0.07123287671232877 

mouth scorched whack knock chortle fingers flattened blush brow mesmeric 
0.06438356164383562,0.01643835616438356,0.031506849315068496,0.0589041095 
890411,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.052054794520547946,0.027397 
2602739726,0.02054794520547945,0.045205479452054796 

rash loop yerk nitid bing idle tang hardened predilection aloo 
0.03561643835616438,0.056164383561643834,0.0136986301369863,0.01369863013 
69863,0.01780821917808219,0.03561643835616438,0.0136986301369863,0.0369863 
01369863014,0.015068493150684932,0.0136986301369863 


tart dum toll hoot swish blow bonk loll barely quail 


0.052054794520547946,0.038356164383561646,0.06438356164383562,0.041095890 
4109589,0.0136986301369863,0.06986301369863014,0.05342465753424658,0.01369 


159 


86301369863,0.043835616438356165,0.0136986301369863 
nondescript burst gnaw discharge abstruse e.ee rupture laughing tickle boink 


0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.01369863013698 
63,0.08356164383561644,0.0136986301369863,0.034246575342465753,0.0479452054 
7945205,0.024657534246575342,0.03287671232876712 


dash thud nil tap squall swish lull swipe whop simper 


0.024657534246575342,0.036986301369863014,0.023287671232876714,0.06301369 
863013699,0.07808219178082192,0.06438356164383562,0.04794520547945205,0.06 
0273972602739730.04657534246575343,0.09452054794520548 


billow slap totter twang poke burst ebb thump spacious quake 


0.04794520547945205,0.03561643835616438,0.028767123287671233,0.0383561643 
83561646,0.023287671232876714,0.0589041095890411,0.043835616438356165,0.04 
3835616438356165,0.01780821917808219,0.045205479452054796 


blink tilt wry toot ineffable odd yawn eyes sough cheeks 


0.07260273972602739,0.04794520547945205,0.06027397260273973,0.08904109589 
041095,0.0821917808219178,0.08356164383561644,0.06301369863013699,0.063013 
69863013699,0.049315068493150684,0.11095890410958904 


bat slight jactitation cob seething hinge pause chap wasted thigh 
0.015068493150684932,0.0589041095890411,0.01780821917808219,0.01369863013 


69863,0.0136986301369863,0.038356164383561646,0.019178082191780823,0.02054 
794520547945,0.028767123287671233,0.015068493150684932 


fore brows tacitly tug sway nip chap waff impudent gaffe 
0.08767123287671233,0.0136986301369863,0.06164383561643835,0.026027397260 
273973,0.015068493150684932,0.03424657534246575,0.019178082191780823,0.013 
6986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.01643835616438356 

tacit timid kindly strident tear warped vapid tingle tenuous teeth 
0.0136986301369863,0.049315068493150684,0.0136986301369863,0.035616438356 


16438,0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.045205479452054796,0.0698630 
1369863014,0.03424657534246575,0.0136986301369863 
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smirk thwack swipe sough click palpitation glance gnarl tad boggling 


0.0136986301369863,0.0136986301369863,0.06027397260273973,0.0493150684931 
50684,0.06575342465753424,0.02054794520547945,0.07123287671232877,0.060273 
97260273973,0.023287671232876714,0.0136986301369863 


zigzag zoom backwards thunder surd veer sparkling vacuous soothing blare 
0.03561643835616438,0.030136986301369864,0.06027397260273973,0.0506849315 


06849315,0.07260273972602739,0.06301369863013699,0.036986301369863014,0.05 
7534246575342465,0.06164383561643835,0.06301369863013699 


blank shrug pop pshaw offish yearning dab shirk yank spat 
0.0136986301369863,0.0547945205479452,0.021917808219178082,0.061643835616 
43835,0.07534246575342465,0.06027397260273973,0.03561643835616438,0.026027 
397260273973,0.06164383561643835,0.09315068493150686 

gulp gasp breath null withered wham beyond pitapat tumble bop 
0.03424657534246575,0.050684931506849315,0.043835616438356165,0.089041095 


89041095,0.07260273972602739,0.052054794520547946,0.10684931506849316,0.03 
8356164383561646,0.0684931506849315,0.07397260273972603 
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Xe M. Sánchez 
24 DE FEBRERU 


Mentres semo estes pallabres 

nel güertu secretu de la poesia, 
camiento na probe xente de Kiev. 
Esta nueche, 

de xuru qu’agiieyen pal cielu, 
pero non p'almirar 

el vieyu embruxu de Selene. 

Esta nueche, 

hasta los mios poemes anden a la gueta 
d'un abellugu, 

afuxendo de la fata llocura 

de los homes. 

Estes pallabres nun son pallabres, 
sinon pebides d’esperanza. 


XABAZ Y TRAICIONERU 


El nuesu Ego ye una pantasma 
xabaz y traicionera. 

Dellos llocos nagiien por invadir 
Polonia -o Ucrania-. 

Dellos llocos nagiien por dar lliciones 
de lo que nun pescancien. 

Dellos Ilocos nagiien por viaxar 
al pasáu o al futuru 

magar qu'entá nun conocen 

el so presente. 

Nesti mundiu alloriáu, 

yo namái nagúo por atopar 
bonos poemes. 

Quiciabes l'unicu llocu ero yo. 
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FEBRUARY 24 


While I sow these words 

in the secret orchard of poetry 
I think of poor people of Kiev. 
Tonight, 

Iam sure that they are looking at the sky, 
but not to admire 

the ancient spell of Selene. 
Tonight, 

even my poems are looking for 
a shelter, 

fleeing from the men’s 

stupid madness. 

These words are not words, 
but seeds of hope. 


WILD AND TREACHEROUS 


Our Ego is a wild 

and treacherous ghost. 

Some madmen wish to invade 
Poland - or Ukraine -. 

Some madmen wish to give lessons 
about what they do not understand. 
Some madmen wish to travel 

to the past or the future 

even though they still do not know 
their present. 

In this crazed world, 

I only wish to find 

good poems. 

Perhaps, the only madman, is me. 
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L’ ESCONDERITE 


El diccionariu diznos 

que l'Arcu la Vieya 

ye namái un fenómenu meterolóxicu 
-una mecigaya d'agua y lluz-. 

A min préstame más camentar 
que ye un poema máxicu 

escritu nel cielu 

pa nun escaecer que la poesía 

ye un escorzobeyu efímeru, 
siempres xugando al esconderite 
col nuesu mou de pescanciar 

esti mundiu (y dellos otros mundios). 
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HIDE AND SEEK 


The dictionary tells us 

that the rainbow 

is only a meteorological phenomenon 
-a mixture of water and light-. 

I prefer to think 

that it is a magic poem 

written in the sky 

to do not forget that poetry 

is an ephemeral imaginary animal, 
playing always hide and seek 
with our way of understanding 
this world (and some other worlds). 


[Translated from the Asturian by the Author] 
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Ellen Wardman 


Pink Flamingos 


coroners 


E 


o Zz 
E z 


divine filth everyone | coroners | cannibals cut 
eat cannibals} divine | everyone shit coroners 


everyone 
divine 


camnibals 


ha 


coroners | cannibals cut shit 
t 
kill coroners | everyone shit cut divine 


e 


cannibals 


pow | | 
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Barbara Parchim 


cypher 


the aurora borealis this first time 
begins as the loons are yodeling crazily 
from the far shore across the lake, 

not yet frozen in this northern winter 


it appears as a luminous semicircle 
stretching the entire horizon, 

like a giant planet gone off course, 
ready to collide with earth 


as it grows and looms closer, 

we huddle on the pier, 

caught between fear and fascination 

as I keep asking — what is it? — 

until the edges begin breaking up, 

lazy streamers of green, blue and purple 
veils shifting and shrouding — 

slow motion, exquisite and impossible, 
across the palette of northern sky 


too soon the sky returns to constellations, 
the loons settle for the night 

and adrenaline slows in the arteries — 
the mystery solved, but not yet ordinary 


another nugget of clarity to join the others — 
small enough to fit in the pocket 

and pull out when the evening news 

proves too much to face yet again 


something shiny a crow would stash — 

a prism turning in the sun, 

a crystal found half-buried in the sand, 

a bit of gold chain glinting at the garden gate, 
or this half-hour of ethereal lights 

like some cosmic cypher 

hovering over our wounded planet — 

fragile, after all, but not yet lost 
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Bruce Robinson 
Comedy Hour 
(with four noncommercial interruptions) 


ocean unknowable by unknowable sand. 
—Conrad Aiken 


You know that joke about the in-laws? They're gone, 
what a relief? Well, they're gone, so have you, 
The sound, too, except our own, the few 


residual cormorants, sofy groans of whales, 
expiration of the last surviving 
embers, gruff love, warm wave, warmer sand. 


Oh, that other joke, that line in the sand: 
cargoes of iron still roiled by the sea, 
nowhere to go, no here, no there. No joke: 


so much sea and wind, toying with 
those few forests aflame, the earth's 
grown flatter. Where did everyone go, anyway? 


Not our question to ask,...well, sand. The joke 


about the open-ended hourglass, badaboom: 
Sand leaves no trace, the former, the latter. 
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Quinine 


From 

time 

to time 

one or two 

would briefly, really, 

not even the time of day, glare 

at me, standing quite near the nonchalant armaments, 

with a spark in my hand and canape in my mouth and wonder, who invited him? 


Red Lights and Vehicles 


Let's not make sense. 

Let's not have continuity. 
Not even that. 

Walk biscuits back 
From the supermarket 

And do not listen 
To what they have to say. Pay 

For them. About silence 
About wisdom. Tentacles 

From the street. They'll 
Thank you for it. Red 

Lights and vehicles. 
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Jeff Bagato 
Going Golden 


going golden 

golden gravy 

covers over every baby 
golden baby golden sunshine 
golden mermaid golden bacon 
golden beacon 

beacon golden 

make it golden 

make it gold 

hallelujah golden bacon 
hallelujah golden TV 
hallelujah golden wine 
hallelujah golden sun 


golden silver silver golden 
silver silver silver mermaid 
silver palm trees silver light 
silver grapefruit silver tongue 
silver silver make it silver 
silver hotshot silver master 
silver winner silver maker 
silver giver silver honey 
silver sunshine silver night 
make it silver 

make it silver 

hallelujah silver bacon 
hallelujah silver muffin 
hallelujah silver carcrash 
hallelujah silver time 


get to silver 

get to golden 

get to angel 

get to teardrop 

get to facelift 

get to clean up 

get to hard on 

get to magic 

magic golden magic silver 


170 


magic airplane magic truck 


lips of silver 
lips of angel 
lips of mystery 
lips of grief 

lips of mermaid 
lips of magic 
lips of danger 
lips of beef 

lips of carcrash 
lips of airplane 
lips of good times 
lips of gold 


going golden going silver going weightless going time 
going angel going whiplash going wizard going best 
going hardon going good times going super going luck 
going laughtrack going spaceship going murder going up 
going heartache going TV going magic going love 

going gas tank going martian going war games going hot 
going cigar going cruise ship going special going rich 
going total going sunshine going football going high 


special marvel toothpaste going 

hot shot repeat winner going 

clever big time magic going 

super master golden going 

lucky laughtrack wonder going 
goodness snowflake high point going 
awesome right on living going 
yummy stronger motor going 


going golden going golden 
going big time going awesome 
going spaceward going happy 
going special going tap dance 
going metal going wonder 
going laughtrack going magic 
going mermaid going super 
going stranger going silver 


best magic golden happy 
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rocking big time golden super 

magic metal gladness silver 

wonder magic open power 

sunshine weightless mix tape golden 
mermaid wonder magic angel 

nacho teacup total hot tub 

super golden top line birthday 


gold make awesome 
gold make better 
gold make super 
gold make marvel 
gold make big time 
gold make hot shot 
gold make rip tide 
gold make power 
gold make golden 
gold make silver 

gold make weightless 
gold make magic 
gold make happy 
gold make good times 


golden magic gold is silver 

super silver marvel gold 

golden mystique gold is golden 

top line hard on birthday gold 
silver baby happy magic 

good times rocking super fine 

hot dog laughtrack weightless baby 
silver dollar silver gold 
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jim mccrary 


A BOOK OF LEAFS 


This is the story of two hipsters in old time Manhattan fooling around 
on the streets. It is always early fall. Not hot or cold, not clear or 
foggy, not wet or dry. You had to wear a little jacket...just so. Back 
then you didn't have to be gay or straight. Know me by the tales 1 tell. 


A book of leafs 

What's left of leaves 

Going behind each one to see 
Or be seen 

And not becalm 

This very way of signing 

Ing ing ing ing ing 

There I have said it all 

Turn the leaf and leave 
Leave the leaf turned down for me 
Be right there 

Left here 


Not everything fallen 
Remains laid 

Across a path to past 
Which call up 

Something from far 
Something from that 
Which dries up and rolls 
Sideways through an old ditch 
Of nonsense wrote by the 
Likes of my kind 

Me 


Forget that 

And forget what comes 
Not what past 

No keeping that 

This though threw me 
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This time 

Not again 

But now 

Now and now again 
That would have 
Life and leaf 

As I said before 
Way back here 


There could be 
A lot of this 

Not that run 

Too many leaves 
Make a big table 
Empty as this 
Comes without song 
Or thoughtful 
Praise to muse 
What use that 
Muse go away 
We got more 
Leave here now 
Leaf 


Left behind 
This mind 

An awful thing 
To flame 

Or 

Left behind 
This mind 

In flame 

Or 

It is too small 
And needs a new 
Leaf 

Leave it and 
Sit close 


The mind is a good 
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Mind and 

Not a lost mind 
Even if mined 
And 

Left behind 
Leaf blown 
And dry 

Just burn It up 
Curbside 
Ignore the smoke 
It will leave any 
Way 


Sing the song 

Blow the sailor 
Rave across the mean 
Old warf and 
Leave the good leaf 
For the scold 

Walt did and 

So Frank too 

Both of them 

Back then 

Torn up 

Raked 

Left again 

To rot as 

Leave 


Having leaf(s) 
Wanting 

Not enough to gather 
One 

At a time that 

End of a season 

Once there was a man 
Walked thru leaves 
Left them 
Unaccounted 

Lying against 

One another 
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Blown away seemed 
Like a very nice 
Place to be 
Covered 

Left then 

To find a way 
Our leaving 

Bits 

Behind for 

Some other 
Calling the leave 


Left quaint 
Not quiet 

Not quite 

Not 

Just leaf it 
Behind 

Old man 
Kissed a boy 
And let him go 
Leaves a grass 
For sure 


Not him 

The other one 
Sure they both 
Left a lot 

To pile up 

Or not 

Sure they both 
Swept the street 
Of Manhattan 
And suffered 
For it 


Boys will 
Be and men too 
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Follow 

Blown thru the 
Street 

Like plain leafs 
Across parks 
And brick's 
Like fan leafs 
Not so much 
Grass in that 
Town 

So 


Left in place 
They dry up 
And well 
Like old and 
Bad verse 
Lie against 
Each other 
Piled against 
The curb 

Or shelf 

If they be collected 


Maybe to them 
They looked like 
Dead leafs 
Laying in the gutter 
Or packed like 
Beefs 

In a meat truck 
For each 

Of course 

The driver 

Was the prize 
Left a good taste 
On the lips 
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Gale Acuff 
I don't ever want to die because then 


where would I be—at Sunday School they say 
either in Heaven or Hell and I think 

plain old nowhere would be the place, maybe 
death's like being asleep forever but 

no dreaming, you're exhausted, you're dead-tired 
—ha ha—and you never wake and nothing 
tries to rouse you, thirst or full bladder or 
something you've been worrying you must do 
or a test you need to cram for at school 

or to see your Sunday School teacher's skirt 
this week, last time it was pink and the week 
before sort of violet but bother 

those, every Sunday she's prettier if 

still fifteen years older. But this too won't pass. 


Someday I'm going to die but at church 


and Sunday School I'm going to live a 

-gain, I mean that's what they say will transpire 
for me after I die, I don't really 

die yet I do and that's religion and 

God knows about it, too, so when I see 

Him if only to get judged before He 

sends me down to Hell to fry forever 

I'll truly have been made in His image 

and that must mean that like me He thinks like 
a ten-year-old because I am, I am 

ten years old that is and so is He—if 

I die at 10 I mean and if 50 

then He is, too. But now I wonder what 

would have happened if He’d never been born. 
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I don't want to go to Hell when I die 


nor Heaven neither mostly because I 

don't want to die at all and I told my 
Sunday School teacher exactly that this 
morning after class but she was tough, she 
told me to grow up (I'm just ten years old) 
and realize that everybody dies 

and I'll be no exception so it's not 

a matter of trying not to die but 
understanding that I must and then spend 
Eternity in the Good Place or burn 

forever in the Bad so I must choose 

and behave myself accordingly — you're 

old enough to know right from wrong so 

I said Yes ma'am and I do but the wrong 

kind of chooses me first. She laughed. We're doomed. 


When people die they're kind of stuck, they go 


nowhere except for their souls, their bodies 
rot away on Earth but my Sunday School 
teacher says that we get all-new ones in 
Heaven—I forgot to ask about Hell 

since that's where I'll be going, anyway 
when I told her so she started to cry, 

that's sort of body-and-soul together 

right there, I wonder if laughter's the same, 
I wonder a lot of things but she says 

not to worry too much because when I'm 
croaked and either in Heaven or Hell then 
I'll get all my questions answered even 
though it's too late to do anything with 
that news. So this time we cried together. 
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Heaven will be quite enjoyable says 


my Sunday School teacher and then we all 
say the Lord's Prayer together, Amen 
echoing, but after my classmates have 

gone I ask her how she's so sure about 

the Life to Come and she says that her faith 
is strong and I'm ten years old but 

even I know that faith is no way to 

what's so, that's what science is for and she 
stares at me as if I'm not standing right 

in front of her and then she starts to cry, 
bursts into tears like it reads in books and 
it's really true, some of those tears slap me, 
not that I'm standing so close to her but 

I'd sure like to. That's what science tells me. 
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of the street (once) 


more 
“that tiger went hunting” 
by a (uh) post 

“man,,,, Wait...” 

paint (D) plaster (d) 

“off the street” as one 
more 

(another further't) 


“that’s passing” 


death (no) 

internal (s) 

(that) 

difference “a breath” 
indistinct chatter (ing) 

“don't be so linear?” 

no guide (d) leading 

“next time” the full lip (putter) 


no (not) 


particles you (are) 

looking at (view) 

after “even after” 

tomorrow (later) ‘d “it was Xd” 
pieces (of) eye-ing’d as x’ 
“whenever it'd...” 

bouncing (off) of 
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harry k stammer 


Jen Schneider 
Game Day :: Even Wordle Goes to the Big Game 


Passing _WORTH_ to _SHADY_. 

All plays clear. Also, clean. 

Yard by yard. Call by call. Letter by letter. 
30 second replays. 60 second segues. 
Always seeking one step.yard.foot.play 
closer. To the end zone. Everyone watches. 
Everyone plays. Robo dogs 

& Skechers. Even Wordle goes 

to the Big Game. & Wins. 

In four quarters. Ready. Set. Blitz. 


1 :: WORTH 

The game’s only worth it when you enjoy it 
and enjoy it, we do. From red zones 

to end zones. On stages of man and nature. 
The party's in the west and it's wild. Rams 
charge Bengals. Offense duos defense. 
Jones versus Jones. All plays on (words). 
Jonas taunts drivers. Pickups on all sides. 
Stars sing. Peacocks strut. Half time 

beats bounce. Let's go. Pepsi all around. 
(H) - Letter ON. Spot OFF. 


2 :: SHAVE 

Time on clocks. Plays on fields. Yards and cards. 
Time on dials. Plays on dollars. Bars and Mars. 
Capricious and conspicuous. Conspiracies 
everywhere. Caesar always watching. 

Click up. First downs. Fast & furious tempers. 
Foam on faces. Sandy beach spotlights. 

All bring their best. No time to rest. 

Best boxers. Fancy foxes. 

Legs on tables. Crypto on the moon. 

QR codes on black screens. Hurry. 

Catch it if you can. 

(S) (H) (A) 
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3 :: SHARE 

Splash water on faces. 

Shine beams on turf. Spotlights 

on fans. Balls & ideas. From Larry replays 

to Thursday night lights. From crypto to Cheetos. 
Chips on shoulders. We all like it hot. 

Prime time. Orders in an hour. Quarters on the move. 
Video on demand. Streams on overload. Timers always ticking. 
Breathe. Hydrate. Regulate. 

Make space. Grab Lays. Crack open bags. 

(9) (H) (A) 


4 :: SHADY 

Uninformed guys draw penalties. 

Uniformed guys (& robo dogs) make plays. 

Calls on high alert. Spandex running wild. Law & Order 
on replay. Apple on fire. Burrow on alert. 

Trainers always ready. Pixelated portraits. 

Beauty on full display. Big stages. Big mics. 

Fortune seekers stuck on Pringles. Classic 

Cola stuck on me. Stunts & stares. Shades at sunset. 
Green lights. Go. Questions. Runs. Clean call sheets. 
No minds read. Nothing shady. 

It’s game day. And it’s fantastic. 


Game Day on the big screen. 

Always WORTH it. Unwrapped. 

Come ready. SHAVE first. 

Behave. SHARE widely. 

Avoid SHADY plays. 

Break no laws. Quench all thirsts. 

Bow to the Bengals. Congrats to the Rams. 
Countdown to next season. 


Play Ball / Super Bowl LVI, Quarter by Quarter 
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The Blues :: On Cookies and Monster Regrets 


Cookie Monster was happily munching as the Blues streamed on the transistor 
radio. The blue monster screamed as the computer blinked a warning. Delete all 
cookies. And out of the blue, I was suddenly five-year old me caught with my 
hand in the cookie jar in a small kitchen (wall-papered of blue posies) at the 
back of a small row home. Chips would fall where they may, but the chocolate 
chips were never worth the hard slaps. Or the black and blues. Sesame Street 
off limits for seven days. There's many ways to delete a cookie. And a smile. 


Do Not Enter 


the sign, white block letters on a cherry red circle, stood erect. a spot of color on 
an otherwise beige background. mountains the color of palms. gravel the color 
of hair. everything both premature & overgrown. warnings — both regular and 
regulatory - proliferated. i paused to retie my converse and take a swig from 

my hello kitty water bottle. i should have wondered about prairie cats and other 
hungry felines. instead, i gained first-hand understanding of life on the other 
side. all while watching an officer — dressed in camouflage - consume my 
canteen’s remaining water, then purr. 


with love from aldi :: cardboard crates & weeknight dates 


the doors to the big box store open when pressed 

pocket lights shine. metal shopping carts consume refundable quarters 
aisles stocked & stacked of off-brand goods, fully dressed 

staff in homogenized uniforms serve as sorters 


spontaneous delights. generic peach yogurt, cheesecake, & honey dates 

oats & recyclable totes. unexpected change for bouquets. red roses, daisies, 
peonies 

low prices promote a big spender posture. rock bottom, bargain-basement rates 

the baby also scores an unexpected splurge. diapers, wipes, & plastic ponies 


always on the hunt for a Belgium chocolate spree, he stops there two days a 
week. 

fresh grapes, allergy-friendly crepes. he leaves with a three-inch deep 
cardboard tray 

everything bagels. frozen coconut cream puffs. organic leeks. a culinary quest 
not for the meek 

arms weighted of items — fresh, frozen, & fancied - he hopes will make my day 


deeply discounted fares & continuously rotating wares 
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love on display, both priceless & ubiquitous fares 


good thing we keep receipts 


the board meets. takes minutes. to deal with a problem. another one. it’s what 
the board does. orders of business. to right wrongs. restore order to a universe. 
where uni-views & man-made messes reign. not unlike the vacuum. or the 
mop. clean.curate.pontificate.replicate. 


i think of the exterminator. the one who used to come around each quarter. to 
the house. to replace traps. for.of.on rodents. he looked like every man. dressed 
in faded denim. tan, sometimes navy, button downs. stuff.fabric.fibers of 
regular stores. & regular people. he’d work & whistle. tunes of times past. then 
issue a bill on a small slip of three-by-five paper. 


good thing we keep receipts 


he used to call. regularly. all contacts.clients.connections on auto-dial. to 
remind us we were due. for a regular visit. to remain up to date. he’d share 
stories as he walked. as his pesticide poison dripped into small baseboard 
corners. syllables & sentiments flowed. of atrocities. he’d whistle as he worked. 
happy tunes. it’s a wonderful world. upbeat notes. you’re happy & you know 

it. don’t worry, be happy. all while his poison seeped. 


the combination both peculiar & ordinary. i wondered about the pairing. 
always considered the role an odd choice of professions. one visit, i asked 
why. because it’s that easy, he said. as his left loafer stomped then smushed a 
small black ant. then scribbled on my bill — don’t forget. 


for him the job was personal. door to door. day to day. note to note. tune to 
tune. to whistle while he worked. to show just how easy it is to take care of the 
mice. he was determined. to show me/us/everyone just how easy it is. to do the 
job. door to door. greet. grin. grind. do the work. do not forget. keep receipts. 
only he’s older. & the pandemic, well, it hit older folks especially hard. time, 
too. who’s going to remind us now. of just how easy it is. the potions. the 
poisons. that slip into the smallest pockets of air. along baseboards. in 
basements. in board meetings. as elders age. as phone calls stop. as visits cease. 


good thing we keep receipts 


on each tiny three-by-five slip of paper, he’d scribble his fee, then stamp words 
of wisdom. in a curious rotation. the language both random & regular. simple 
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strings of text combined in irregular patterns. with regular meaning. to not 
forget. 


Truths linger in small pockets 

Not all spills require mops 

Secure scattered stories 

Collect past pairings 

Sip bitter syrups with care 

Bookmark messes 

Bake words 

Collect books 

Do not forget 

Keep receipts 

just this week, in tennessee, a school board banned more words. of a family of 
mice. good thing we keep receipts. of their work. their words. & the mice. only 
it's no longer a three-by-five slip of paper. it’s digital. & documented. despite 
the work of the board. generations of Maus live on & in spaces small & large. 
on bookcases. on phones. in cells. in/of/on bookmarks. & receipts. & three-by- 
five slips of paper. always in & of a fight. to survive. to thrive. to nest. to never 
rest. 


good thing we keep receipts 


it’s been a while. the exterminator no longer calls. & no longer comes by the 
house. to remind. to not forget. even so, he’s always of mind. i’ve kept his 
receipts. in a small shoe box in a small corner of a small basement. next to the 
baseboards. where he'd spray his liquid poison. & whistle as he worked. 


& now. boards continue to spew nonsense. & chew peanuts. small, salted half- 
moon crescents. in.of.from frosted glass jars. eyes flutter as mustaches flex. but 
as the boards take minutes. issue orders. swat at gnats. stomp on flies. form 
lines. remove lice. without abandon. we read. on phones. in cars. at board 
meetings. beyond the window & its traces of grays, grime, & generations, 
another half-moon crescent stirs. our cell phones assure us maus is not only 
alive. but well. on amazon’s best seller list. at the same time the board spews & 
chews, all while banning more truths. the moon shines. & smiles. in its crescent 
form. sales of the mice’s story rise. above. the darkness. the amazon flows. then 
roars. & continues to stomp. 


good thing we keep receipts 
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Heather Sager 


Candle 


It was night. Also, I was a candle. My candle-body stood on a dish on the 
kitchen table. The window drapes fluttered. A gentle wind danced. I kept 
wavering. Somehow, everyone knew I was a candle. My sister stopped by. She 
tried to blow me out. She checked if she was alone, and then hovered over me, 
and she blew. “You didn’t spend enough time with me,” she said. Ever since 
she quit her job at the bank, this was her mantra. My candle-mind fritzed, and I 
clung to a sensation like cold water. But, after my sister left the room, my soul 
sparkled. I fire-flumed, back into life. My ex-lover entered. He drew a huge 
breath into his lungs. I knew he had his reasons. Poof. Then he left. Again, the 


cold-mind. Then, the kindling flame. I was a stubborn little candle. 
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I stripped all the poetry from my life 
and all I have left is... 


1. Anxiety when someone asks 

How are you really doing? 

I’m a mess, so are my papers back home, 

I don’t answer at the café how I think about 

the confused writings strewn about my desk, 

my room, with the unmade bed and blinds...always pulled... 

2. That feeling that I mess up my life 
and no one else falters. The businesswoman at the café 
stands erect... 

3. Without color and light in my soul, I hate myself 
(Yet I still love you). 

4. Obsessions I have about eyes, the eyes of people I see, 
their positions and moods, looking at me, in this way, poetry sneaks 
back... 

5. Self-torture over my misunderstandings, doubts, 
personal inconstancies. Clouds drift further away on the horizon. 

6. It's because I question and worry 
that my face looks like this. I avoid the mirror. 

7. The times I didn’t believe in myself 
and so, fucked up. 

8. The times I didn’t appreciate 
what I do have. The days I angered people I didn’t want to... 

9. The compulsive walking that I do along the streets and paths 
under the sky. As if that will ever help. Yet...the clouds return, 
the clouds shifting above in a swirling mood, like eyes. 

The dreaming...the horizon... 
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Keith Polette 
Blue Mountains Walking 


Splitting the difference between the mouse and the moon, the owl arrives as as 
pure intention, wholly stripped of guilt or guile. In silver light, it passes 
through a maze of shadows and settles on the dark shelf of the mind where it 
offers the promise of sight that can bend around trees. The breath settles in like 
first snow and lifts the body on wide wings. 


falling star 
the egret full 
of light 


What does it mean, even for a moment, to be unshackled from thought, to be 
carried noiselessly into a larger mind, one too vast to fathom? Water, without 
current, that mirrors nothing. Perceptions shaped like holograms, pristine, 
immaculate beyond certainty. To close that circuit with a swiftness not driven 
by desire. As the owl lifts into its own urgency, the small mind returns, 
dragging its bag of stories into the day, decrying its own lack of light. Even so, 
the sky spreads out like a mantra. 


old hypnosis 
the rusted iron bridge 
a logjam 


Oasis 


for Agnes 


Barn Swallows flittering through the cul-de-sac at dusk, some feelings are like 
that. At such times, night comes on like an accident from another era, first fire 
doused by rain. And I know that, being allergic to gravity, I would lift into 
space were it not for you. Your touch, no heavier than a petal, has more love in 
it than I thought possible. And isn’t it strange, that on our paths through desert 
arroyos and past decaying rock walls, something in my heart bursts forward, 
pheasants erupting from a shorn field. I ask you to look. I extend my hand, in it 
is an orange, something that Lorca once held, something that weeps with joy 
when it is peeled. Let us linger in its fragrance. 


wind gust 
poppies unleashing 
red fever 
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Bad Hair 


Driving at dusk, I notice rolled-up bales of hay on a shorn field that look like 
oversized hair curlers scattered on shag carpet. And I begin to wonder what 
will be set free at first light: the rolling hills of a woman in repose whose 
unfurled hair will release birdsong or the dark clouds of that 60 foot Sci-Fi 
woman whose hair will let lose a storm of jealousy driven by rage as she roves 
the countryside, kicking down silos and barns, looking for her cheating 
husband, where, after a fruitless search, she will tromp off, her sights set on the 
city over the horizon. In the quiet of her leaving and after the ground stops 
trembling, the craters that her high heels left in their wake will slowly fill with 
water, where they will pool into ponds. 


blind date 
she tells me to call her 
Rapunzel 


Morning E-Mail 


Checking e-mail after morning coffee has become a habit, though I like to think 
of it as more of a ritual, one which resonates with mythopoetic implications, 
reflecting a longing that digital messages could somehow be oracles or 
prophesies. Odd though, those mornings I don’t check e-mail, how there is a 
subtle nagging somewhere in the mind, almost as if a wooden gate at the far 
end of a distant field were banging in the wind, urging me to tap the phone to 
life, to bring forth its eerie blue glow into the growing light of day. Makes me 
wonder if this is the best use of my time, if there isn’t something I could be 
doing that were more productive, more satisfying, more engaging; but I tap the 
phone to life, tap the e-mail app into being, tap a message to read ... all this 
tapping reminding me of the those three billy-goats crossing the bridge and the 
troll beneath calling out, “Who’s that tramping on my bridge?” And, of course, 
being a troll, he is easily duped into letting the two smaller goats cross, so that 
when the largest of the three, the Bovidae equivalent of a prime-time wrestler, 
steps onto the bridge, refuses to pay the troll-toll, and bucks the troll into 
oblivion. And the troll, like an e-mail with an attachment too large to open, 
plops into the river — the nameless but ever-present river — and floats 
downstream for three days, until he eventually crawls onto the bank of the 
river near where you live and makes his way to your house, where he starts 
knocking on your door, just as you have begun tapping your phone to check 
the morning e-mail. 
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crow caws 
messages that never landed 
in ink 


Prodigy 


I open the silverware drawer and notice the long-handled spoon, red and made 
of plastic, up to its neck in stainless steel, and I wonder how it got there. My 
first thought is that my wife or daughter placed it there, after having brought it 
home from a drive-through. But then, I study it a bit longer and think that it 
could have fallen out of the desert’s bright light, like Icarus, after it tried too 
hard to scoop the sun. Or maybe, I thought, it is a recycled giraffe searching for 
food in a heady forest of forks. Possibly even, it is a narrow champion resting 
on its back, the winner of a long jump. 


across the plain 
the drudgery of forks 
pulled by oxen 


As I bend close to it, I hear the faint sound of ropes and pulleys, as if a distant 
piano were being lifted into a window. As I remove the spoon from the 
drawer, it quivers in my hand like a birch branch after an owl has lifted into 
flight, or like a flock of cardinals suddenly released from a microphone. 


breaking-fast 
poised to dig into 
a bowl of stars 


Orbits 


muddy river 
prying open a mussel 
to find a firefly 


A voice in the dusk carries itself, as if in flight, to the middle of the desert 
where it renounces its allegiance to wings. . . . How curious, the mind's 
movement from the moon perched on a fingertip to the bone-beat of breath. 
Perhaps the necessary but unexpected thing reveals itself best in the moment 
when it shimmers like a star before falling. 
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gust of wind 
hail bruises on fallen 
peaches 


The mockingbird, a gray flame, perched atop the leafless cottonwood, breaking 
open the day. The red-spotted toad emerging from the dreamless sleep of the 
desert floor. The incantation of the wind moaning through the windows of a 
ramshackle chapel. 


autumn moon 
a bleached cow skull 
in desert sand 


Does it matter if we record our own turning into dust? Though we have tried, 
we can't convert a river into a sentence, even if we can imagine how easy it 
would be to submerge ourselves there. The truth is that most days we are lucky 
if we can stumble across a hawk’s nest, large as a tire, blown down from the 
black oak, lying on the ground like a rough-hewn crown that will always be 
too large to wear. 


bonsai tree 
a lifetime of training 
to stay small 


Elsewhere 


I hope this one, this piece of writing, doesn't get away from me, the way it so 
often does: slipping the leash, wrenching out of my grip, flying from a cage I 
forgot to fasten. And after it does, I spend days, sometimes weeks, searching 
for it, looking under stones, prying open the mouths of toads, and untangling 
the net of stars. And, yet, at other times, it gushes forth like a river bursting a 
levy, threatening to capsize the little boat of my pen... 


clatter of trash cans 
the poem you asked for 
arriving with raccoons 


Like the time I hiked into the Guadalupe Mountains on a still day, the hard- 
packed trail breathing up dust with my every footfall, the hawk, high on 
thermals, circling overhead, outlining an ancient wheel in the sky, the rocks 
around me holding their secret waters, until I rounded a bend and stepped into 
the sightlines of a gray fox that was stopped on the path in front of me. The 
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fox's body was as straight as an arrow in flight, its tail lifted like a 
calligrapher’s brush. Its body, burning past the limits of the moment and 
outlined in light, seemed as if it had just stepped down from the wall of a cave 
painting. Eyes ambered with russet light, it studied me with a tilted head, 
holding me in its gaze for a moment, locking me into a silence older than any 
I'd ever known, before disappearing, faster than a branch snapping, into a 
patch of Piñon Pines, leaving me standing there, without words, its fleeting 
image tattooed on my brain. 


welder’s sparks 
redwing blackbirds bursting 
into flight 


The Maze Maker 


Even though no Daedalus dwelt in his brain, he had it in mind to build a 
labyrinth. He had watched the bats at play in the darkening light, had noted 
their deliberately-drunken routes in contorted flight, had seen how they 
skittered in a maze of moves, and had thought, “I can make that in the 
underground.” He went to work close to his house on the hill, digging night 
after night, cutting into earth and root, hacking through the barren rabbit 
warren until all sound faded except for the chuff of his breath that deepened 
with every shovel-thrust. He called upon the moon to make his dim world 
bright, prayed for silver-strength to keep his muscle-mind fastened to its task. 


in the beginning 
when the word was still 
an unshaped sound 


After the digging was done, he emptied all the dead-ends he had ever known 
into the monstrous pit and scattered them throughout the dark, so that a 
snarled puzzle-path of longing and loss spread into an underworld of his 
mind’s tangled thoughts. Then he closed the gate and snapped the padlock 
shut and listened through the secret grate for the faint breathing of the boy, lost 
and alone, wearing the bull’s head mask, stumbling in the web of dark towards 
his unfolding fate. 


bright days 


before the wing-wax 
started to melt 
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Luis Cuauhtémoc Berriozábal 
Keep My Eyes 


I keep my eyes in my coat pocket 
and bury my hands in there as well. 
I had enough of seeing and feeling. 
Taste for life is almost gone. I will 
let others let me know what they see 
and feel. I will take to sleep instead. 


The days keep getting colder. I will 
plant myself in the yard. I will listen 
to that barking dog. I do not know 
how long I will last. I will keep my 
ears open. I will keep my eyes in 

my coat pocket. I will take one finger 


out, the middle one, raised to the sky. 
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Daniel f Bradley 
The Shape of You by Ed Sheeran 


I'm talking trash under your window 

Sneaky Mom clueless Dad 

Sharing their softing core to the world 

There's still the pain 

Pink iron 

Homemade war crimes 

I felt special in triplicate 

Is she a spinster 

Sleeping rough 

And I hope I can be that voice 

That talks about Star Trek in a Ted Talk 

I think all poets are frauds no one’s that pure to stand in lockstep with the 
language 

Two lamented biff chit carrying cheeky chappies 

A good pork belly slab 

Modem trolls 

Block chained based Noah's Ark 

Unfortunately this isn't by far the only time I've been ashamed of humans 
Sperm coffin 

It’s ok to judge other people's fantasies and report them to the authorities too 
I’m right you're wrong there is no right or wrong about it 
Lifeless blue doll eyes 

Horrible people with too much money getting worried 
Instantly naughtier 

Fingers deep 

She does all her thinking out in the light 

I envy that I mean you can get stuck in darkness 

Heavy company 

It's bonkers 

Ican not hold that anymore 

Things I don't really understand about myself 

One may as well admire sleet 

I do get excited then embarrassed 

The Shape of You by Ed Sheeran has over 3 billion severed 
But somewhat more amazing 

Diamonds for eyes 

Toe rings 

Sonic graffiti 

That is the love you crave 
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AC DC doesn't count 

Cha cha jewellery 

Lay by the riverside and grew up by and by 

Gun cosy 

I've learned alot about porn 

Desk job chunky 

Drunk dialling a 

Searing indictment 

The dirty pictures 

It's my greatest treasure 

Bent carrot dot ca 

We didn't need that remake of Red Dawn 

How can you stop 

Men like putty 

The Czech hedgehog 

And the green translucent and the green translucent sounds amazing 

She did with with her sorority sisters 

Free big dick 

Kick pants 

Giving weapons to civilians trying to get them killed on camera 

Mother Earth showed rather impressively 

Sends me there 

We do like the big wide spaces 

The problems mine 

Big apple fall down 

The rules that change today 

Hot meals for hungry soldiers 

Capital flight 

And the moments gone 

Should I comb my hair 

The binders of infinite love 

A postmodern sampler 

Let me open it for you 

We can't wait for the spring launch 

Under the moonlight 

That's why God made the radio well all consumer electronic goods pretty 
much 

The holy grail of Star Wars collectables 
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Why is beer fourteen dollars 


Attack ships on fire 

For me the big problem is when to stop then where to start 

None of the guys go steady cus it wouldn't be right 

Your not an introvert you're just mentally ill 

Ican tell you from experience gremlins attach themselves to words and change 
meaning 

I've always thought of English as my second language 

The dust comes free 

I'm dancing on doc’s 

Pink Yoshi windup 

The sandy beaches of Cabo San Lucas 

Mom pussy 

Boba Fett used Grindr to hook-up at the the Mos Eisley cantina 

They'll always weight you down 

Then I'll have to live with the lepers 

After I touched a Gutenberg Bible 

You don't have to worry about me 

Since the last and the last and the last 

Even I can't organise something like that 

Practically over the counter 

Everyone is cruel 

My toy collecting community 

Their tedious it's like an open mike 

Looking at you I wonder if that's true 

Palace of me 

Lard and re-lard 

That's not happening 

So many of the show’s pretty feminists 

You should have seen their faces when they seen how I grew 

I think I can get Dad's gun 

It's a two drink minimum 

The guano hits the fan 

Pulling on golden robes like foreign languages 

The thought of China held 

Is playing with yourself worth an entirety in hell 

It's a little hee - hee moment 

That was when I made my first knife entirely out of glass 

Honour a loved one with a meaningful experience 

Flush stink repeat 


197 


Let that fall in 

The golden age of xerox 

And he held a gun on the guitar player in the studio and you can hear it 
Or so you appear in my eyes 

Shit smashed 

Bitcoin is Mary Kay Cosmetics for young men 
Skies can be slippery 

Raspy timbre 

Be naked when I get home 

A mossy filth 

Diamond trail 

And that is why I don't cry 

Fastest rate in history 

Improvised weapons 

Don't squeeze your juice 

Paris worthy baguettes 

Especially smashed 

Repeal the gun laws in my neighbourhood 
Besides hostile how would you read it 

How do you reconcile the dark inner thighs of my concept of Noam 
Chomsky’s language 

You learn to love your skin and body 

All the lowriders 

I love me some Trap-Jaw 

Lou Reed with a moustache 

Like a shadow from the tomb 

In a camaro 

Cleric thief fighter magic user 

You know too much about batteries 

Sleek thick and regal 

In yellow latex 

Why is beer fourteen dollars 

I could understand collecting sex toys 

I'm not sure where one ends and the other begins 


198 


Robert Beveridge 
Slander 


Night-blooming coffee strikes 
the window, beats the Notre 
Dame fight song in the rain. 
Sleep is elusive when the room 
is lit every thirty-eight seconds 
but mother nature cares not 
for your eight hour need when 
the Army-Navy game is afoot. 
Resigned, you get up, turn on 
the oven, pull out the chocolate- 
rubbed steak to grind 

for tomorrow’s witch nachos. 


Bouncer 


The pickup truck phalanx surrounds 
the camp, ready to attack when word 
comes down. We have drafted our 
meager defenses—canned food 

gone bad, two platoons of armadillos, 
six machetes with eight bullets 
between them. Not much of a stalemate 
but we expect the snake reinforcements 
any minute now. Not that that helps 
drown out the tick, purr, growl 

of hungry engines. We stare at them. 
They stare at us. We listen 

to the drip of sweat from brows. 
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Bird Leaf 


you look up at the sky 
and brandish your gold- 
foil-covered tomahawk 
and yell the name 

of every boss 

who stiffed you 

out of overtime 


the clouds the sun six raindrops in a perfect circle 


you took up painting 

but your easel is lost 

somewhere in the back 

of your closet. Instead 

you cover the walls 

of your studio apartment 

with depictions of fantail shrimp 
who dance across the sky 


the manhole cover a shrub scattered mushrooms 


two weeks notice 

always seems too long 

but it gives you 

just enough time 

to finish the pieta 

hidden in the storage room 
behind the paper towels 
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Half a Banana 


if I swallow 

a boiled egg 
whole 

will it just 

sit there 

like a monument 
to my body's 
present shape? 


GMO 


Talked to the dentist 

about plungers, the carpenter 
about his recent pilgrimage 
to Alcatraz. Didn’t remember 
to weed the garden, 

but the rabbits are kept at bay 
by the Thai basil dearden. 
The groundskeeper auditions 
for a role in Hair next week. 
You put in a good word 
about his qualifications 

after that little poolhouse 
jaunt. The burgers 

are almost done, 

the buns as tight 


as that lovely new cabana boy's. 
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Tom Beckett 


A Poetics 


A poetics of unstable alertness. 

A poetics of awkward silences. 

A poetics of unlikely encounters. 

A poetics of spaciness. 

A poetics of flaccidity. 

A poetics of misidentification. 

A poetics of one-offs. 

A poetics of ignored urgencies. 

A poetics of disarticulated shadows. 
A poetics of mutating colors and shapes. 
A poetics of damaged goods. 

A poetics of brute farce. 

A poetics of fret buzz. 

A poetics of fuzzy descriptions. 

A poetics of questionable tendencies. 
A poetics of listlessness. 


A poetics of kissing. 
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A poetics of avoidance. 

A poetics of aspect blindness. 

A poetics of raging uncertainty. 

A poetics of unrealizable potential. 

A poetics of churn. 

A poetics of prompts. 

A poetics of de- and retuning. 

A poetics of ugly thoughts. 

A poetics of incident reports. 

A poetics of method making. 

A poetics of sometimes seeing ducks. 

A poetics of sometimes seeing rabbits. 

A poetics of intersections and road blocks. 

A poetics of seizures. 

A poetics of cramps. 

A poetics of procedures gone awry. 

A poetics less than the sum of its parts, but more than enough. 
A poetics determined to undermine itself. 

A poetics that can't think beyond carefulness. 
A poetics that theorizes its usefulness. 
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A poetics of abjection. 

A poetics of propositions. 

A poetics of separation. 

A poetics of objects. 

A poetics in quotes. 

A poetics of questions. 

A poetics of misguidedness. 

A poetics of perverse design. 

A poetics of picture theory. 

A poetics of diminishing returns. 
A poetics of production. 

A poetics of thought. 

A poetics determined to unwind. 
A poetics on the back end of a deal with the devil. 
A promiscuous poetics. 

A poetics of translation. 

A poetics of substitutions. 

A poetics of counting. 


A poetics of reversals. 
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A poetics of frames. 

A poetics rehearsing assumptions. 
A poetics of disconnection. 

A poetics of fraying threads. 

A poetics of circumstance. 

A poetics of drift and departure. 
A freeze-frame poetics. 

A poetics of dread. 

A poetics of bread and circuses. 
A poetics of credible threats. 

A poetics of templates. 

An attitudinal poetics. 

A poetics of echoes. 

A poetics of breakdowns. 

A poetics of this is. 

A poetics in turnaround. 

A dissolving poetics. 

A prosthetic poetics. 

A poetics determined by surmise. 
A poetics of slippage. 
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A poetics of residues. 

A poetics of being something sometimes. 

A poetics of limits. 

A poetics of poetics. 

A poetics of silhouettes. 

A playlist of poetics. 

This is not a poetics. 

A poetics of abandonment. 

A poetics of strange harmonies and healthy dissonance. 
A poetics of storage concepts. 

A poetics of scale. 

A poetics of hyperinflation. 

A poetics of entanglement. 

A poetics of cookies and other tracking technologies. 
A poetics of loss management. 

A poetics of upheaval. 

A poetics of climate change denial. 

A poetics of channel surfing. 


A poetics of resurfacing. 
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A poetics of catalogues. 

A poetics of the present. 

A poetics of insincere reassurances. 

A poetics of indelicate adjustments. 

A poetics of purges and induced vomiting. 


A poetics of forks, knives and spoons. 


Sonnet 


All of my friends 
Are imaginary friends. 


| don’t know 
If they’re algorithms. 


| don’t know 
The language to describe them, 


If they are algorithms. 
| only know that 


They are my 
Imaginary friends. 


Sometimes they appear 
On screens. 


Sometimes they appear 
In dreams. 
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Mary Kasimor 
A flat tire on the road 


i 
abundance salvages 
a trail of spiders 
gingham cobwebs 
a worm sulks in her mouth 
that ugly brute gravity lifts 
up skeletons 


through the desert reptile stones 

she knows about the sand’s bombastic past 
its hours with pleasures 

sperm settles 

into the egg ripening for delivery 


ii 
shoes meet in the final scene 
the other soft cheek infects 
the flowers etched into water 
white letters drop to earth 
and other methods of enlightenment 


what is not said 
fairies murdered in the forest 


the oven was hot 


may we allow for the remainder 
of births bunched like herbs 


the poisoned pink yarn 
frightened the baby 
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A lavender sun 


old shoes 

i once existed 

on this earth 
with a beginning 


resurrecting 
the past smoothed us out 
a bell will ring 


sounds through the air 

hanging onto the wheel 
raised the bread 

making mud flood circles 


a lavender sun falls 
embroidering blue 
falling with us 


words made us beautiful 
the sharp bones 
and shadows 
with so much to say 


the tongues of trees 


kicked around at the beginning 
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Connor van Bussel 


The Frozen Star and the Greyhound 


My old patron, may he rest, used to tell me that spacetime curvature is best 
described as the hind leg of a greyhound. I scarcely understood this at the time, 
and hardly understand it now, but I trust that when he told me this he was 
telling the truth. 

In our weekly lessons of revisiting concepts I’d been studying — 
momentum, entropy, Newton’s laws of motion—he would sometimes stop 
mid-sentence and stare off into the void of his chalkboard, at the gulf between 
the equations; severe and stoic as though he were gazing into the most 
delicious secrets of the cosmos. 

It was during these jarring, uncomfortable moments that my eyes 
would drift over to the trunk at the farside of the loft. To me, his study was like 
the workshop of Galileo; a hollow, dusty place, galvanized with old textbooks 
and armillary spheres; a genie’s cave of knowledge. There were many 
mysterious objects in that room, but the trunk was the one my eyes always 
drifted over to. 

The trunk. Black as night, interrupted only by silver buckles; an 
artifact stuck out of time. Sometimes when I looked at this trunk it was as if all 
of reality bent around it, as if spacetime curled inwards to caress its very form, 
as if this trunk was the centre of life itself. 

It was then that I first got the idea that perhaps this trunk was God. 

Once he was done he would smile and I would feel at ease. Then he 
would go off on a long rant, sometimes scratching the chalkboard with a fresh 
piece, talking at length about time dilation and curvature, and the infinite 
nature of singularities. Much of what he said during these meandering lectures 
I do not remember— only the part about space time curvature and the hind leg 
of a greyhound. Had I been able to understand the equations on his board, it is 
likely I would have saved myself much trouble and suffering in the future — 
but I was only nine years old at the time and knew little of such things. 

Outside there were fierce Russian winters, the same unrelenting 
blizzards that had once brought the third reich to its knees; no footprints in the 
snow outside his house aside my own. It was a solitary life he and I lived, and 
the weather did nothing for my aching, lonely spirirt. Still, it was better than 
where I'd been before. 

Before I remember only nights at the orphanage, hungry to bed and 
staring out at the northern flank of the Caucasus; watching the waxing moon 
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and wondering how God had hung it in the sky. I do not know why he chose 
me as his assistant, only that one day he came with his long coat and his 
necktie and picked one of us to come north with him. I felt guilty leaving the 
others, as if by turning my back on them I was forsaking them to some grim, 
deterministic future. I missed prayer that morning and did not look back. In 
many ways, I have been praying to make up for it ever since. 

The first thing that struck me about him was that he was not a man of 
God. I could not fathom such a thing. On our long journey north I asked him 
why he did not rise for salah towards dawn. He told me that he did not believe 
in a God, so there would be no point in him praying to one. When I asked him 
if I too, would have to stop believing in God, he simply laughed. 

“T could never have an atheist as my assistant.” 

And so he allowed me to follow the pillars of my faith, happy enough 
to buy a prayer mat for me and a Qu'ran. All I had to do for him was make his 
meals, keep the house clean, and of course to tend the greyhounds. 


Il 


He owned a great many dogs. The morning after I arrived he took me down 
the stables to see them. The night before I’d heard fierce barking from my new 
bedroom but dreaded to think where the sounds were coming from. In the 
cluttered, half-broken stable stalls were 31 greyhounds in total. As soon as we 
entered the squat building they began to howl; high pitched at the stern of the 
vocal cords, wolfen as the sounds carried out into the bleak, snowy morning. 

“This is to be your purpose,” my patron said. “The reason I have 
brought you to live with me as my assistant. These dogs are to help me in my 
research. From this morning onwards, they are your responsibility. You are to 
feed them, you are to keep their environment clean and hospitable, you are to 
befriend them.” 

He took me into the stalls and introduced me as a friend. He had 
named each one of them. Some were named after 19th century poets— Thoreau 
and Dickinson, Baudelaire and Verlaine—characters from plays he was fond 
of, or else after the great scientists of history. So it was that Nicolaus 
Copernicus first came to lick my hand—and soon after we were thick as 
thieves. 

Each day I fed them, each day I tended to their enclosure and took 
them out on wild, lolloping romps across the frozen country. It was a hard job. 
If you find yourself suddenly responsible for the lives of living things, your life 
is bound to bend without warning. I remember each cold morning, every bark 
and growl, every single one of their names. Beyond that, I was tasked with 
making meals for my patron, cleaning his jumbled house, and studying at the 
dining room table. He wanted me to have an education—my lack of 


211 


knowledge in science, history, art and mathematics often puzzled him. It was 
as if he could not imagine a child born without innate knowledge of such 
things. 

Years passed, I grew. My patron had few friends or hobbies outside of 
his work. Most days he was locked up in the loft, scribbling equations, 
endlessly searching for something I could not understand. Most of the time my 
days were busy enough that I did not long for company, only sleep. Rise, feed 
the greyhounds, open my books and squint until I became smarter; cyclical 
days, the weeks broken only by our meetings. 

I was not to enter his loft unless invited, so I only saw it once a week. I 
came to look forward to these meetings, pining for attention as much as 
longing for another look at that strange trunk in the corner of the room. At that 
age I struggled with faith. I could not find God in those bleak mornings, nor 
did I find him in caring for the dogs, nor in the thick tomes I was tasked to 
study. Worst of all—much to my dismay and confusion—I could hardly find 
him in the Qu’ran. But I did find God in that trunk each week. Just one look 
was all I needed. 

The trunk. 

It became an obsession of mine, but as timid and weak from the 
beatings of my earlier childhood as I was, it took some time for me to ask him 
what was inside. 


TI 


I first posed the question one afternoon when we were going over the science 
of refraction. The same events unfolded. My patron paused, he gasped and 
gazed into the chalkboard, stopping our lesson dead. In turn, I looked to the 
black trunk at the farside of the loft. My heart was beating, my bones and body 
melted away; my periphery dimmed. It was just the trunk and I for quite some 
time. I marvelled as its black surface deepened, as its body curved, and an 
exquisitely nauseating sensation came over me. 

“It's best not to look for too long,” said my patron. 

I broke free, fell head first onto the floor. It took me a while to 
compose myself, the waves of dizziness were unlike anything I’d ever felt 
before. 

He patted me on the back and got me to my feet, raising me up onto 
the stool where I'd been sitting. There was a great silence between the two of 
us and he went about snapping all of my books shut and stacking them up for 
me to take. That’s when I asked him. 

“What is in that trunk?” 

Sometimes when you asked him a question he would take some time 
to answer, pausing as if focusing all of his impressive intellect on that one 
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question; whereupon an idea could become infinitely dense and warp 
spacetime around it. 

“Tve had dozens of people up in this loft,” he said. “But none of them 
have ever asked me that.” 

“Tt’s to do with your work, isn’t it?” 

“Inside of that trunk is a frozen star.” 

I knew little of the stars. He had given me two books to read about 
astronomy, but they were dry and difficult to follow. I’d never heard of a 
frozen star before, but when I asked him to elaborate he simply shook his head. 

“T don’t know it yet,” he said. “You have to know before you reveal 
yourself to the world. It is the only thing we have.” 

“It’s God,” I said, fighting the urge to look back at it. “That's what you 
have in the trunk. You have God trapped in there.” 

“No, child. I do not have God trapped in that trunk.” 

My patron is one of the few bright souls I have known to never lie to 
me, though at that moment I thought he was a terrible liar. I could read it in his 
smile. 


IV 


Things changed in November of my 10th year. My patron added an extra 
responsibility. Each month, around the 23rd—though it could be a day or so 
either side—I would have to bring one of the greyhounds to him. He told me to 
choose one at random, that it did not matter which it was, and to bring it all the 
way up to his loft on a leash. The dogs were not used to leashes, but they went 
trustingly into my hands and each month I took one from the stables into the 
house. 

The pretense was that they were to help him with his research. I did 
not understand at first, nor did I feel any need to, but I think dogs did. I 
remember their strange reactions to being in the house for the first time—the 
stooped haunches, the wary eyes, the uneasy glances up to me. Once we got up 
the first flight of stairs all of them would shiver, some of them would howl; 
something sinister in the air that I could not shake. But up I would take them to 
the loft where my patron waited to take the lead from me. He was rather bright 
about the whole affair, thanking me for the job and bending down to scratch 
the dog behind the ears. Although he hardly saw them, he was awfully fond of 
them and knew them all by name. 

After that I would be dismissed, and that greyhound would not be 
spoken of again. 

First it was Louis Pasteur, then Ada Lovelace, Mercutio and Benvolio, 
Jane Austin and Oscar Wilde. I took each and every one of them to the loft and 
left them there. It was not until the third month or so that I started to realise 
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something was very wrong. 

I could not discern where the greyhounds ended up. In the fourth 
month I stayed up night and day to try and figure out where he was taking 
them, how he waited until I was asleep to whisk them away. But there was 
nothing. He rarely left his loft. There was never a trace of any of these dogs or 
what he might have done with them. Some mornings I scoured the grounds, 
searching all the way to the wood, but found nothing other than silence. 

When I first asked him he simply said: 

“Well, they have lived here in my estate to help me with my research. 
When they have served that purpose, I make sure to rehome them. 31 dogs is 
too many, as I’m sure you know by now.” 

“But where are they being rehomed to?” 

“Various places,” he said. 

He was a bad liar indeed. I knew that they never left that room, that 
somehow, he was doing something to make them disappear. 

In the sixth month I brought him Charles Darwin, but this time I had a 
plan. After he dismissed me I did not go down the stairs as I normally would, 
but lingered around the top, stealthy as an assassin, and pressed my ear 
against the door. 

I heard him lock it behind me and took a few steps that made the 
floorboards creak. Then I heard him mutter something I could hardly make 
out. 

“Yes, that's a good dog,” he was saying. “Oh yes, such a good dog.” 

And this is how it went for some time, so long that I almost went back 
down the stairs and about my business. But then all of a sudden his voice 
became rougher, deeper and more severe. There was a moment's pause and 
then Charles Darwin began to bark—a strained, sharp sound that I knew to 
mean aggression. There was a scuffle on the floorboards and then a whining 
noise. It made my heart lurch, but I knew better than to reveal myself. 

I heard the noise of buckles being undone—the snapping sound of a 
trunk being opened. 

“Such a good dog, oh yes. My dog.” 

I heard one final noise, the snap of the trunk being closed, and then 
silence. 


V 


At night I drifted like a bottle in the ocean towards the trunk. 

In my dreams it had wide jaws, leering eyes that sprouted up out of 
its buckles, willowy limbs that would reach out and grab at anything that got 
too close. I imagined my patron leading the greyhounds to it—imagined the 
terrified look on the faces of Shylock with the brown fur and Euripides with 
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the grey as the trunk descended upon them and gobbled them up. Some nights 
I would awake drenched in sweat and crying. 

The trunk. How could I have thought of it as God? Surely not. At 
night it became the devil. It was Iblis refusing to bow to Adam; Lucifer cast 
down from the heavens; the snake in the garden of Eden. And I was Simon 
during the passion, leading them up the stairs as though I were helping Christ 
carry his cross to a hopeless fate. Christ did not rise from the grave and neither 
would my greyhounds. 

And yet whenever I thought of God it was the trunk that came to 
mind. 

Black mahogany, dark as night—the frozen star. 


VI 


One day I confronted him. I demanded to know where the greyhounds were — 
to know exactly what was being done with them. If nothing else, I wanted to 
know where their corpses were, so that I could at least give my friends a 
proper burial. During our weekly meeting I found myself shaking with anger. 

“Where are they?” I screamed. “You have to let me know where they 
are! I won’t bring another one to you unless you tell me exactly what it is that 
you're doing with them!” 

He raised his hands, genuinely perplexed to see so angry. I had never 
dared to raise my voice to him in all the years that I’d known him. I pointed 
towards the trunk. 

“Are you feeding them to it? You are, aren't you?” 

“Child,” he said. “Listen to me—” 

“Tf you think I'll bring more of them up so that you can feed them to 
that thing, then you've got another thing coming” 

“Child,” said my patron, raising his voice to a level that made me shut 
my mouth and grow weak at the knees. “When I tell you something, you must 
listen. You are still young and do not know anything of the world so believe 
me when I say this — the work I am doing in this house is of vital importance. 
You could not possibly understand it even if I explained it to you.” 

“You're killing them,” I said, my voice suddenly tearful. “That's what 
you're doing... Isn't it?” 

He came close and put a soft hand on my shoulder—perhaps the most 
paternal gesture anyone had ever given me in my life. 

“Of course not. It is too much to explain to you, but I have not killed 
any of them. They are being rehomed, just as I said.” 

His affectionate gesture only made me cry harder, and with my tears 
he drew closer. 

“One day you'll understand everything I’m doing,” he said. “Just 
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know that you are doing fine work as my assistant. Together, we will break 
new ground.” 

“I don't want to be your assistant,” I said. “I want my dogs back.” 

“Child,” he said. “They were never your greyhounds.” 

“What do you need them for, anyway? How could they be helping 
you?” 

He took a nervous glance over to the trunk and it was in this moment 
that I first realised quite how old he looked. It was as if years had been 
stripped away from him since the beginning of his experiments, as if time were 
slowly stripping the youth from his skin. 

“It’s just to see where they end up,” he said. “Because there isn't much 
time left.” 

I wasn’t paying attention, wracked with grief as I was. 

“We never get enough time, do we?” he asked, mostly to himself. 

And that was that, though the next time he asked me to bring one of 
the dogs to him I refused. I had hoped this would be the end of the matter, but 
sure enough he went to the stable to retrieve one himself. I had fooled myself 
into thinking that they would simply refuse to go with him, that the only 
reason they ended up in the loft and the trunk was because it was I who was 
leading them —but the truth is that all the dogs knew their original master. 

More nights— darker by the day until the spring arrived and the 
snowstorms let up. Off went Edgar Allan Poe, Aristotle and Plato; Diogenes of 
Sinope with a tongue that would not fit in his mouth. My patron took each and 
every one of the greyhounds up to his loft, where they vanished out of sight. 

My spirit grew sombre, my studies frayed and uninteresting, the only 
thing that kept me sane was prayer. As my head touched the earth I cried out 
to God, begging him not to judge me for leading those dogs to their death. But 
when I tried to connect, my mind only went to one thing. 

The trunk. It couldn't have been God —could it? 


VII 


In April there was but one dog left, my favorite. I took Nicolaus Copernicus on 
a long walk the day before it was time for him to go, whereupon I considered 
letting him loose into the wilderness, where he would be endlessly free to 
dance and hunt in the hills. But I knew there were no options because he was 
an old dog and wouldn't have stood a chance. 

And then I slept for the best part of two days. I did not rise for prayer, 
I did not go down to the dining room table and open my books, I did not go 
and feed the dogs because there were no dogs left to feed. I refused to be there 
when my patron came down to take Copernicus from me. All I could do was 
lay under my covers and try to blot out the image of the trunk from my mind. I 
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could not forget the way it had looked — the lensing, the strange nausea that it 
had given me. 

Eventually, when I was sure that the deed was done, I rose from my 
bed and went down to the stables. 

Emptiness. Nothing but the bowls where I used to pour their food and 
hollow space. I cried, I could not help it. I fell to my knees, unable to make 
sense of anything, my chest rising in surges of anger between the sobs. I hated 
him — whatever work it was that he was doing it couldn't possibly have been 
worth their lives. I would run away, I would go back south if I had to- 

But then I found the note. It was placed quite indescreetly, in the very 
centre of the stall where the dogs had laid their heads each night. I knew it was 
from him before I even picked it up. A small note, bound in an envelope. It had 
my name written in his artisan handwriting on the front. I opened it up, wiped 
tears from my eyes and read: 


I'm afraid I’ve had to go away. 
Like all great scientific discoveries, 
This one took a small part of me— 
Or rather, a great big chunk! 
You've been a terribly good assistant to me 
And I could not ever thank you enough. 
In time I hope you'll come to understand why I did 
The things that I chose to do. 
If you would be a dear, go and open that old, 
Dusty trunk in my room for me; 
And you may find your God ten times over. 


And so I went to the house in haste. I could not imagine that he would 
have left me all alone. As much as I hated him in those moments, he was still 
the man who had taken me in, fed and clothed me, taught me mathematics and 
science and history. When I came in from that bright April morning I found the 
house deathly quiet. 

Each step of the staircase squealed beneath my weight until I was up 
at the maw of the loft. I pressed my ear against the wood, half expecting to 
hear a monster on the other side. But I heard nothing. And so I opened the 
door, and found the room as cluttered and enchanted as when I'd first 
encountered it, years before. There was not a trace of my patron, not until I 
turned my head towards the black trunk. 

In a pile on the floor beside it were all his clothes, bundled up in a 
little heap. His jacket, his waistcoat, his necktie. All of them there, hauntingly 
devoid of a host. There was dust on all of the shelves and on the floor, a musty 
smell in the room that I’d never noticed before; mould on the wallpaper. 
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And then there was the trunk. Closed tight, no longer nauseating to 
look at. My eyes did not focus on it as they had done before. I was able to get 
close—curiously close, my hand trembled. Before I opened it I thought about 
how spacetime curvature is like the hind leg of a greyhound, like a black trunk 
distorted by gravitational lensing; like a once great star frozen in some lonely 
corner of space; how a person/s life can feel infinitely dense. 

I snapped open the buckles. I took a deep breath in. 


VIII 


I did not find God in the trunk, only 31 greyhounds. 
Nicolaus Copernicus licked my hand and I smiled. 
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LOCAL RIFFRAFF 


There is usually a clue around the corner 

or nearer, saving going a distance 

if travel is troublesome, brought on by 

not knowing how much to pack for how long a duration. 
Enthusiasm plays a larger part than at first surmised. 
Cancellation, though, is out of the question. 

Details must be confronted head-on, more so 

if they're hidden locally than far from home 

where the lay of the land and direction are often 

not the same as assumed. Supplies require special attention, 
as does food, considering the body and all of its 
accruements. Daily grind comes into play as well, 
furniture of the mind as it's called in some circles. 
Nothing more need be named if you're getting the picture, 
bleak as you wantit, or more pastoral in dreamy 
diversions. Yet the clue remains a snag of some 
proportion until it’s discovered. Is it, like most spurns 

of the intellect, imperative to pursue and possess-- 

or a figment that can be tossed off, suppressed 

with enough skill in the skull, smoothed out 

and soothing to the overall? Regardless, riffraff has 

its own local spin-offs, often superior to the original. 

It's best to tend to their needs and nags 

as soon as spotted. Otherwise, what? The nay-sayers 

are quick on the uptake, quicker at the corner 

where riffraff may still be lurking. 


ESOTERIC DESIGNS 


Inadvertently is how we were told 

that certain esoteric designs 

are ours for the grasping. This was 

news to us, we who like the straight shot 

of a less eager touch, a hesitant tendency 

to materialize as the seductive moon does on a foggy night. 
We're not out for all we can get, thus 

misunderstood in most aesthetic circles 


219 


R. S. Stewart 


though we aim higher only after light scrutiny. 

Blank stares are the too-frequent reactions, sprinkled 
with winks from the more astute but anxious 

among us, ever curious if we will ever examine 

the esoteric designs hinted at achieving if only, 

if only. The hinge there (and here, too) is like a rupture 
not beyond repair and within overreach. 


NO ATTENTION TO DETAIL 


If a blank canvas is plush 

with paint, so does a realistic, 

ubiquitous glob spread its nervy edge toward art. 
Attention to it is one more need 

to steer clear of all that detail 

so dominant in the quickest look 

out the window at dawn, 

noon’s evasive extension. 

There is no reprieve 

from the absorption it demands. 

One solution is to heave 

its heaviness off the primal path 

of that flirtatious bend in reason 

all artists acknowledge after exhausting 
the paint’s possibilities. In their beds 

they emulate the incautious way the glob 
takes over, the initial brushes of it 
surpassing what substitute scenery erases. 
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Just to say 
I discovered on the internet 
that impeccable fount 


of all things medical 
spiritual and political 


that one of the most 
painful ways to die 


is by crucifixion 
fortunately an option 


rarely on offer these days 
in part I suspect 


out of deference to its 
star participant with whom 


comparisons are awkward 
but surely also to do 


with the price of DIY 
materials like timber 


and nails and tools 
many of them 


according to local 
outlets imported 


or slated for export 
or on account 


of the building boom 
subject to restricted supply 
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Nighthawks 


the counter man 

and the walk-in diner 

speak to each other 

without moving their mouths 


the woman at the latter's 

elbow appears to read 

whatever is written on a pale green 
cardboard matchbook 


she and the counter man 
have the same coloured hair 
though his is thinning under 
his white fore-and-aft cap 


the free-standing urn at his back 
with its plump dome lid 

and water level gauge 

prepares to lift off for Mars 


beyond them all and the third 
anonymous man 


opposite the pane we see them through 


a window hangs its 


enormous slab of darkness 
ephemeral and permanent 
in an instant 

just over a lifetime ago 
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Stopping places 


District 


late 
in the kitchen 


of the yellow house 
after guests for dinner 


lamb and baked kumara 
pale green 


honeydew crescents 
I noticed 


for the first time 
on the wall 


a map of the district 
water courses 


and buckled hills 
and the spinal road 


so far inland 
in our narrow country 


the green stretched 
margin to margin 
Drought 


a stack of stones 
on the horizon 


resembles a man 
sowing a field 


or scything 
mowing it 
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his action caught 
motionless 


against the dry 
disabling sun 


not a breath 
to shift the dust 


floating knee-high 
over wheel ruts 


the ground drained 
of feature and defence 


Not an elegy 
not only his work but he 
lacked objectivity 


the one time I met him 
off the page (he didn't 


know who I was) was when 
Isat down in an empty chair 


and he assailed me with 
my wife is sitting there 


and I can aver to this day 
I never saw the woman 
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John Levy 
Delivery of a Cardboard Box 


The usual big Amazon van pulled into our driveway. I glanced at the oversize 
calendar next to the front door: Monday, October 21, 2022. President's Day. 
The young male driver, wearing a blue mask, approached the door with a large 
box that seemed to weigh almost nothing from the way he began to skip 
toward our door. I wondered if he was remembering his childhood as he saw 
me smiling at him from the window. I have a babyish face, although I am 70, 
and occasionally strangers tell me I bring back joyous memories of little 
carefree dimwits on the playground when the strangers were seven years old. 


I yelled to him through the window that I would give him the highest rating 
possible for delivery people, which is ABOVE AND BEYOND, a gold trophy, 
and Amazon assures us that any such rating is delivered anonymously. He 
gave me a thumbs-up, looked at me again, and this time it seems my face 
inspired a well-performed cartwheel. I applauded. He bowed. 


After he left, I carried the box in. It was a little heavier than I thought it would 
be, but it didn’t weigh much. I used my Japanese knife, the Miyabi 8-inch 
Chef's knife, in part because I love its black ash wood handle and, as you 
know, its blade is made of 133 layers of micro-carbide powdered steel that is 
ice-hardened to 66 on the Rockwell scale. The knife is hand-crafted. I like to 
believe, perhaps falsely, that Iam capable of being not only mindful but 
handful, and I breathe in and out with Zen meditative care as my hand holds 
the unique handle (as unique as you are, dear reader) and I slowly slit the 
packaging tape. I listen as I do so. 


I open the box, remove the old, yellowed newspaper packing, crumpled pages 
from the June 28, 1953, New York Times. The paper was from my birthday, 
although I was born in 1951. Lifting the last piece of newspaper out, I find a 
wooden box with a glass frame. Inside it, mounted on a blond wooden dowel 
that runs from side to side of the box, a stiff rubber chicken stands at attention. 
Behind it, glued to the inside of the box, a luxuriant color photograph of a one- 
lane dirt road, on either side of which blossom tall sunflowers that lean toward 
the empty road. A single small white cloud in the blue is egg-shaped. I wonder 
which came first, the photo with the cloud or the purchase of the chicken. 


Printed, so small that at first I didn’t see it, on one of the sunflowers’ dark 


green stems, these words (in lighter green) which begin near the ground and 
extend all the way up nearly to the flowerhead itself: 


225 


WHY DON'T SOME CHICKENS CROSS THE ROAD? 


My friend, Dag, in Norway makes these boxes, semi-influenced by the shadow 
boxes of Joseph Cornell's, but with his own quirkiness so that the boxes don't 
seem merely derivative. I carry this one into the spare bedroom and set it on 
the shelf next to the last four Dag has sent me this year. He has more free time, 
because of the pandemic, since he works at home and his boss can't spy on him 
to make sure he isn't devoting his time to art instead of his real job. 


No, I won't reveal his job or his surname. You would probably call his boss. 
Trust no one, my father told me. 


Kyoto Fish Merchant 
The mer in merchant sounds like a whisper of ocean, the chant follows. 


Mer reminds me of words for mother. I remember chanting when alone in a 
bedroom, a little taller than the windowsill, while skimming my hand across 
the top of the white radiator: 


blue mama, red mama, yellow mama, green mama, white mama, orange mama, black 
mama, blue mama, gold mama 


I never sang this for, or to, her; I don’t remember even thinking of doing that. 


This shop-owner holds a fish that is one of the foods, in Japan, eaten to 
celebrate the new year. My mother died more than 13 years ago, in late January 
2009. Her name, Zoe, means life. This man has his own mother, of course, and 
the fish he holds up and is talking about had a mother too. Words, going 
backwards, have mothers. 
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Bingo 


Of course, the word bingo is spelled the same 
in Polish, but to me (listening to it 


on the computer) it sounds like 


“been go,” asif to describe old age or 
some reference to a past. In Norwegian 


itis also spelled identically, but is pronounced 


differently than in Poland or the U.S. 
To me it sounds less elegiac than the Polish, almost 


a little bounce in the “bin” 


whereas in Polish the “been” seemed 
elongated and slightly mournful. I admit, I recall 


my late father, in the nursing home at the end, hardly 


anything of the man he was, and how my brother and I 
wheeled him into the large room where other residents 


were at the long tables and a genuinely cheerful person 


(was it a man or woman?) announced 
each thing with a joke. I don't remember any of the 


jokes, but they were something like “N 16, sweet 


sixteen,” or “O 46, up to tricks,” and 
many of the players weren’t 


as far gone as my father and laughed, if only politely. 
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Lucian Freud Paints Me 
He asked me to remove my clothes. The walls 


spattered with eons 
of paint, paint and paint on top of paint. 


He told me: Lie down, on the narrow 
cot I knew from 


many of his 
paintings. I reminded myself, “Don’t be 


embarrassed, men 


have balls, everyone 
knows 


and I'm only one of his many 
nudes. It would be different if I 


were the sole one." 


The scent of old mattress, turpentine, 
dust, and his dog, in the corner, I smelled dog. 


I knew he’d paint me so my balls and cock 
take the foreground; my face 


beyond them, past the dull 
narrow chest, and not more expressive 


than any other stretch. 
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The Sign 


I painted a sign, upper case black letters on a thick piece of white cardboard, 
hung it around my neck, and walked downtown. 


TAM DREAMING 
Those three words, stenciled, easy to read from down the block. 


“Tam Fred,” an almost freakishly tall, thin, middle-aged man in a black 
baseball cap with no lettering on it, announced as I approached him. 


“T haven't dreamed in years,” a gorgeous middle-aged woman, with dyed 
bright red hair and dressed in a long golden robe, told me as I passed her. 


“Tam invisible,” the elephant said just as I neared its extended trunk. 


“T launched your dream,” a toddler whispered down to me. He was in a tree 
and I couldn't see his parents. “Did you hear my countdown?” 


“No,” I lied, because I could tell that was the answer he longed for. 
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Kenneth Rexroth 


Five Pieces from the San Francisco Bay Guardian 


Press, Police, Mafia 


The Chronicle gives a front-page headline to a story by their science editor, 
“STRONG DEFENSE OF DDT,” four columns wide, ten lines deep at the bottom 
of the page with a runover on the back page of over a column. On the back page 
is a news story one-quarter of a column long playing down the manifesto of 150 
scientists who issued the gravest possible warning against the insecticide. The 
statements in the first story were characterized by evasions, misrepresentations, 
political abuse, distortion of evidence and misrepresentation of fact. The second 
story used the mildest paragraph in the manifesto of the 150. 


Why this contrast? It is very simple. The Chronicle, the Examiner and the boss of 
the Chronicle are all in the business of “factories in the fields.” The Hearsts 
probably make more money off agriculture and mining than they have made in 
the whole history of their newspaper enterprises. 


Why no stories on the demonstrated relationship between DDT and cancer of 
the liver? The answer is that no paper is better at twisting the arms of its 
reporters than the Chronicle. It is a perfect representation of the kind of 
journalism described a half century ago in Upton Sinclair’s The Brass Check. The 
difference is that Paul Smith and after him Scott Newhall invented a special 
lubricant of fake journalism, pseudo-hippiedom and Pacific Heights Squirt Set 
gossip to make the brass check slide in earlier into the defenseless butt of San 
Francisco’s middle class, so rotten with provincial sophistication. 


If you base the entire editorial policy on a “city column” [Herb Caen] (subsidized 
by a chain of haberdashers that pays several times over for the page) whose 
greatest accomplishment is getting a few cents of wire strung through a tunnel 
so motorists won't miss the play-by-play from Candlestick, you have — well, 
what do you have? Giggles over the grapefruit. Of course there is always that 
pseudo-hippy on Ed. 2 [probably Ralph Ginsberg] for those who think the 
underground press uses too many dirty words. 


What the Bay Area needs so badly is a committed, crusading liberal paper at 


least comparable to the St. Louis Post-Dispatch, the Louisville Courier, or the York 
(Pa.) Gazette. 
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San Francisco is in a very bad way indeed. Chicago has been a city of the dead 
since 1925-27 when it was taken over by the Organization. San Francisco is now 
at that point. 


Why were Broadway and the Haight-Ashbury handed over to The Organization 
in the last two mayoralty campaigns? First, for a fast buck on bare boobs and 
smack. Second, to deliberately destroy property values so that North Beach and 
the Haight-Ashbury, the city’s two most charming neighborhoods, can be 
turned, once prices have hit rock bottom, into expensive high-rise slums, 
whether condominiums or housing projects (which are indistinguishable in 
fact), both guaranteed by federal money. 


Remember the guy on Long Island who parlayed a $1000 bank account into a 
“cooperative” and condominium empire, entirely with federal money? Like lots 
of the boys from the Mezzogiorno he’d acquired a record in his rash youth, but 
of arrests, never convictions. 


Who now runs the Visitors and Convention Bureau in San Francisco? Who did 
he work for before? Where does the money for this outfit come from? It comes 
from the Hotel Tax, which was set up for cultural activities. Its disposition is 
eventually at the disposal of a toilet-paper magnate and a couple of bankers who 
consider themselves the most cultured Power Elite in the country. 


Do you know that you cannot get a loan at the mortgage rate from a “reputable” 
bank to buy a place to live in in the Haight-Ashbury, but only on the lot to 
demolish and rebuild. The guys who are responsible for this are the leading 
patrons of the symphony, the museums and our Square Repertory Theater. 


Los Angeles, Minneapolis, New York — one by one the cities fall before the 
Police Counter Revolution. In San Francisco we have the most politically 
ambitious copper of them all, so dizzy with conceit that he is convinced he has 
already won his counterrevolution. 


San Francisco once had the best entertainment district in the country, the only 
one where you were sure you'd get value received and never get clipped, much 
less rolled. Now it's worse than the French Quarter and Calumet City ever were. 


Once you could walk the streets of the city at any hour of the night anywhere in 
perfect safety. Once the city had the least black-white racial tension possibly in 
the world. Once the whores of San Francisco, black or white, were the friendliest, 
and the card rooms were places of quiet recreation, and the gay bars were the 
safest places in town. There were almost no working pimps and there was no 
organized vice whatsoever. 


231 


You could run one whorehouse, or one card room or one call service or booking 
agency, but never two. When Capone tried to take over the sugar moon business 
in San Francisco, the two agents he sent to terrorize Gus Oliva were found dead 
at the foot of Point Reyes cliff. One had a button from a police uniform clutched 
in his fist. 


While they tear down the finest old homes in San Francisco which they first 
turned into smack and speed crash pads, Hunters Point (which has been illegally 
allowed to stand since four years after the war when, like all other temporary 
housing, it was supposed to be torn down) festers away, out of sight and easily 
cordoned off — like the Warsaw ghetto. 


The terror directed against youth will increase in fury during the next six 
months. Why? Because itis out of the concerned people in the universities that 
resistance to extinction for profit, which is what the post-capitalist system has 
become, will emerge into the wider society. It certainly will not come from the 
industrial working class, fat on Vietnamese blood and drugged by the boob tube. 


The violence of counterrevolution has crept up on us in an age of unremittent 
violence and we forget that if Hitler had poison-gassed the University of 
Heidelberg as late as 1938, his government would have fallen. What has the 
city’s liberal daily to offer in this lethal web of crises, emergencies and 
conspiracies? Merla Zellerbach. The other bylines, in case nobody told you, are 
just Merla in drag, except McCabe, a good man fallen amongst teeny boppers. 
[July 10, 1969] 


The Ecology of Education 


Overnight, it has become apparent than man has destroyed his environment to 
the point where the earth strikes back. Overnight, ecology has become more 
fashionable amongst both young and old than hobble skirts and hula hoops ever 
were. 


Even the mindless administration of Calvin Coolidge Jr. has been prodded by its 
mechanical brains on loan from J. Walter Thompson into a brainless cognizance: 
not of the threat of a poisoned environment to the human race, but of the threat 


of concerned effete mobs to its own cheap political image. 


Kept scientists from White House kennels go to conferences on the 
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environmental disaster, get up and say to the objective and informed scientists 
there gathered: “You boys can't expect us to take back to our president all this 
calamity howling! You've got to accentuate the upbeat. The sane sensible silent 
solid majority of good Americans knows that growth equals prosperity and 
they’re not going to buy anything else. This administration and any other 
administration that could take its place is committed to growth everywhere. 
That's what keeps us ahead and makes us the greatest, happiest, best-educated, 
most prosperous society the world has every seen. I don’t think you boys have 
been doing your homework. I’m just not going to tell the president all this 
communistic nonsense. It would just make him mad and pretty soon you fellows 
would find you weren’t going to get any more government money for 
conferences like this.” 


We think of ecological breakdown in global, or at least large-scale, terms. True, 
Thor Heyerdahl found the dead center of the Atlantic Ocean accumulating filth 
like Lake Erie, so that techniques for desalinating the drinking water could 
remove the salt but could not make the water potable. This scares people, but 
it’s far away, like famines in China and India. 


Breakdown occurs in nature in microenvironments. Life associations under a 
California valley oak fail when misuse of water destroys the water table and the 
oaks die out. First mutual aid goes; a struggle of each against all ensues, with a 
proliferation of malignant types; finally, death. 


Similarly in education: Students at Berkeley, SF State, UCSB, UCLA are rightly 
concerned, even terrified, about the destruction of redwoods, pollution of San 
Francisco Bay and the Santa Barbara Channel, the slurbization of agriculture and 
omnipresence of smog. But first and foremost, they should look at themselves, 
at their own microecology. 


Education is an interpersonal relationship strictly limited in size. When it grows 
beyond that it destroys both environment and people. At the critical point, 
tipover occurs and mutual aid gives way; a struggle of each against all ensues, 
with a proliferation of malignant types; finally death. We have reached the point 
where the inmates of the educational system revolt against the destructive 
structure, try to break out and establish creative human relationships. Already 
we are approaching the point where the conflict will take another form, turn in 
upon itself. 


As long as the struggle is directed against manifest evils of the structure 
symbolized by the Establishment, it remains creative. When conflict becomes 
internecine, when the victims divert their energies from victimization and turn 
on each other, breakdown is imminent. 
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We are on the brink. 


The Establishment has met the crisis with sympathetic magic, handing out 
mimeographed rules from Deans’ offices and true and false questionnaires and 
tinkering with the mechanics of the structure. Now they breathe a joyful sigh of 
relief as SDS breaks into battling cliques of Maoists, Trotskyites, Cheists, 
Weathermen and anarchists. 


In the beginning, San Francisco State seemed one of the most creative schools in 
the country; a little bitty place, a half-altered normal school down on lower 
Haight Street with an intimacy in its pedagogical relationship unequaled in the 
West. It moved to a magnificent site and proceeded to obliterate it with chicken 
coops into which every year new thousands of white leghorns were stuffed and 
expected to lay golden eggs of knowledge. 


This sort of thing is happening everywhere. At Santa Cruz and Irvine, where the 
original planners thought they had protected the environment, the saturation 
point has already been reached, yet administrators talk about doubling the 
enrollment by 1980. 


If college administrations don't knuckle under with plans for an ever- 
burgeoning GNP of battery-raised pullets, Uncle Sam starts twisting arms with 
his little grants and subsidies. 


Unless we are all killed offin race wars or kill ourselves off with atoms, the major 
industrial nations will soon send everybody to college. We must limit 
population growth nationally and globally. The present rate of increase is 
destroying the environment which permits the species to exist. 


But we must also cut down micro-populations in micro-environments, 
everywhere, and not least in education. In the next ten years, the universities of 
California and the state colleges should at least quadruple in number and the 
present college populations should be cut in half. 


You certainly can't get a humane, humanitarian, humanistic education packed 
into a swarm of 50,000 people. You can't get a human one. You may not get a 
decent one even with a student population of four figures. For me, 999 is the 
limit. 

[December 16, 1969] 
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Kent State 


At the end of the Second World War, the British poet-novelist-pathologist- 
physician Alex Comfort said in a letter to me that The Bomb was only a 
symptom, the superficial eruption of the deep-seated and pervasive American 
sickness. And, he said further, paraphrasing Voltaire’s remark about the deity, 
that if the Americans had not invented it, it would have been necessary for God, 
if there is a God, to have created it for them. 


For years I have said that something has gone terribly wrong: Bolshevik and 
Nazi terror across Europe, the Moscow Trials, the Spanish War and Second War, 
the extermination of the Jews, Gypsies and Volga Germans — an unassimilable 
ethnic group in the Crimea and Caucasus, the firebombing of Hamburg and 
Dresden, Hiroshima and Nagasaki, the Americans of Japanese ancestry in 
concentration camps where they certainly would have been exterminated if the 
U.S. had begun to lose the war. What a record. It is hard to convince people that 
it is unparalleled in history. 


Now the human race has started to devour itself, not in wars between nations or 
between groups cut off from each other by ethnic, class or caste divisions, but 
within the normal structure of a properly functioning society. When things are 
going normally, the old and the young, students on one side and their parents 
and professors on another, should not be engaged in civil war. Each group is 
part of the hierarchic structure of a smoothly functioning society, overriding 
economic, social, even racial antagonisms. 


Yet what do we see? What we see is madness. All over the world there is rising 
up a psychotic hatred of the young, of incredible virulence and violence, so deep 
seated and far reaching, it can be diagnosed only as a symptom of the death of 
the species. 


There is a theory that the great reptiles died out because they had no mechanism 
for warming their blood as the marshes chilled around them in the period of 
volcanic eruptions and earthquakes at the end of the Jurassic, their sperm and 
egg cells became infertile from the cold. 


Contemporary evidence, extrapolated backwards from the behavior of the 
human species, indicates that the dinosaurs did not die because of chilly balls — 


they ate their eggs. 


The inquiring reporter in Kent State, whose story went out over the wires, 
discovered that the townspeople approved of the massacre by 90 percent. Most 
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thought the guards should have killed more students; none showed any 
sympathy or understanding with the students whatever, even if they didn't 
approve of killing them. These are their own sons and daughters. 


In Santa Barbara, I have met no one except intellectuals who did not believe the 
shooting at Kent was just the medicine California needs. I point out that the four 
killed at Kent were almost certainly innocent bystanders, none were militants 
and only one knew any militants; that Kevin Moran at Santa Barbara was a 
convinced advocate of nonviolence, leading the group trying to cool the scene. 


“It doesn't make any difference,” the response replied, “What of it? They 
shouldn't have been there in the first place. They should have been back in their 
rooms, studying their lessons. If we shoot a few more of them, maybe these 
dope-crazy, sex-crazy punks and hippies will learn their lesson.” 


The giveaway is the word “kids.” When the graduate students at MIT joined en 
bloc the recent demonstration there, the New York Times referred to them as 
“children.” Can't you see them marching up to receive their Ph.D.’s on tricycles 
and scooters, carrying sand pails and shovels, rubber dolls and teddy bears? 


This is the other side of the Oedipus complex, the Laios complex. Up till now I 
have always thought that Freud’s idea that sometime in the earliest beginnings 
of man all the sons killed off all the fathers, thereby permanently injuring the 
brains of the human race, was just the nutty idea of an eccentric headshrinker 
who'd been treating too many Viennese rich women and freaky counts. I don't 
know. Maybe it did happen as a mass derangement of the species back at the 
beginnings of human history because it’s sure as hell happening in reverse now. 


Certainly the war of the old against the young* demonstrates a psychological, or 
if you will, an aesthetic, breaking point in human ecology. Society breaks down 
for subjective reasons all over the world, whatever the social system, long before 
the supplies of food and other necessities have reached a limit. 


Misled by the chaos close to home, we might think the breakdown is most severe 
where the affluence is greatest, but this is not true. We just don’t notice it unless 
it gets a lot of publicity because it is involved in the geopolitical struggles of the 
big powers. China, India, Indonesia, Malaysia, the Congo, Nigeria, mountains 
of dead are piling up around the world. 


True, the first 250 thousand dead in the Indonesian counterrevolution can be laid 
at the door of the CIA, but the Indonesians didn’t have to take CIA arms, money 
and expertise. In Cambodia the CIA mercenaries turned on the Vietnamese 
population (most of whom were anti-North Vietnam, which is why they were in 
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Cambodia) and launched a campaign of small-scale genocide — against their 
allies. In fact the massacre of the Cambodians of Vietnamese race seems the only 
effective shooting they have done. 


This of course demonstrates that the CIA is run by ignorant fools, but we knew 
that already. What it further demonstrates is that one of the most peaceable 
peoples on the earth are capable of a murderous insanity not different than that 
of the Germans, Russians or Americans. 


How are the youth of Western Civilization going to counter the ever-increasing 
self-genocide of their elders? They aren’t. The old have the big difference — as 
crooks call their guns — “the difference.” Rocks and Molotov cocktails and 
Weatherman bombs are powerless against even the most minor components of 
the most outworn weapons systems at the disposal of the old. 


As Curtis LeMay said long ago, we could shave eight feet off of the surface of 
the island of Cuba and just straighten up one page of our inventory. They could 
exterminate everybody under 30, or everybody under 80 for that matter, in the 
U.S. and just empty a few bins in one warehouse. Eventually they will if their 
power is threatened. 


Twenty years ago, I said they’d blow up the solar system and create a nova 
before they’d lower the price of the Buick. People laughed when I sat down at 
the piano. They don’t laugh anymore. 


Speaking of automobiles, years ago I found the slogan painted on a rock amongst 
peace symbols and political porn — “DODGE VS. OLDS.” 


Ways have got to be found to slip through the interstices of the machine of death. 
The fly has got to learn to stay alive on a flywheel. Kent State should demonstrate 
conclusively to anyone who has doubted it up until now that his father and 
mother will cheerfully murder him, that they have the power and he does not. 


We live in a society committed to wholesale death. It cannot be defied and its 
cannot be confronted. It can only be outwitted. Organizational forms, tactics and 
techniques must be developed right now to stay alive, to keep out of sight, to 
destroy the machinery of death. 


There is no point in talking about going underground. You’re politically 
underground already, and you'll soon be literally underground if you don't 
wake up. Never forget the troops at Kent State moved in as orderly and as 
strictly disciplined a formation as though they had been the highly drilled 
Hessians of Cornwallis. 
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Only the tactics of the one hero of the revolution I ever had any use for, Francis 
Marion, the Swamp Fox, will prevail against them. And even those will not 
prevail unless they are totally nonviolent and totally inapprehensible. You’ve 
got to figure out things you can’t get busted for doing and then figure out how 
to keep from being busted anyway. 


Only intelligence can win. I haven’t seen much around. 
[June 11, 1970] 


*The text actually says “the war of the young against the old,” but judging from 
the context this is almost certainly a typo. 


Lessons of History? 


Writing about politics and social questions gets to be more and more of a bore. 
It’s news of the class “DOG BITES MAN!” 


Many years ago, in the heyday of Popular Fronts and United Fronts and 
Machiavellian Backs, the New Republic ran a questionnaire with statements like 
“Most men are either fools or rascals.” “Western Civilization is declining.” 
“There are no honest politicians.” Some 20 of them that you were supposed to 
mark true or false. 


If you marked them true, you were a Fascist. If you marked them false, you were 
a liberal. Which is worse, the liberals who believed Stalin’s Russia of the Moscow 
Trials was the freest democracy the world had ever seen, or the 17% interviewed 
by the Chicago Daily News and Sun-Times survey in Charlotte, North Carolina, 
who believed that the moon landings were a Hollywood fake? 


I wonder if there is such a thing as evidence in politics at all? Thousands of 
Germans who were given proof that the handless Belgian babies of World War 
I never existed believe to this day that the films and testimonies of the horrors of 
the concentration and extermination camps were fakes and lies. 


I wonder what an educated member of the American Communist Party really 
believes about the confessions of the defendants in the Purge Trials? All the 
world seems to believe Jack Kennedy was a liberal, and a man of peace, even the 
Russians, even the Chinese at least talk that way, although perhaps they are 
simply appealing to worldwide sentimentality. Everybody seems to believe it — 
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except Castro. How many loyal Democrats believe Edward Kennedy’s story of 
his aquatic adventures? How many people believe the Warren Report? How 
many people believe Garrison? 


Meanwhile, a new World Economic Crisis looms on the horizon, provoked by 
exactly the same policies as brought on 1929. A Third World War draws nigh, 
for the same general reasons as World War I or II, or for that matter, the 
Napoleonic Wars, or the Thirty Years War. 


Western Civilization dies of the same avoidable or curable diseases that have 
destroyed all the others. Individual experience is the worst of all teachers, but a 
nation’s and people’s history is even worse. An appreciable number of the 
world’s statesmen of the past 2000 years have read Thucydides’s Peloponnesian 
War. If they were capable of learning anything, most of history since the book 
was written would never have happened. The same goes for Ibn Khaldoun or 
Ssu-ma Ch’ien or Gibbon. 


San Francisco is going through, step by step, the political and social processes 
that led to the slow death of Chicago between 1925 and 1935. In fact, the disease 
is pretty well advanced. 


San Francisco, like Chicago, is becoming proud of its crime rates, its drugs, its 
boy prostitutes, its clip joints, proud of the fact that it is a city in the grip of the 
Organization. 


Herb Caen gets more like Kupcinet every day. I get tired of being a Cassandra 
and a Jeremiah, but you have no choice if you write about politics. Nobody 
believed them when they said what was going to happen. Nowadays, nobody 
believes you when you say what is happening and has happened. Local, national 
and international political writers and foreign and war correspondents are 
forced to be mythographers. 


If a case-hardened, wise and experienced journalist in one of those categories got 
up in an auditorium before an educated audience and told them how it really is, 
the American Civil Liberties Union would holler “Copper!” and have him 
hauled off the stage by the men in white as a dangerous lunatic, yet it’s the same 
the whole world over, the same old story. 


Maybe I should start writing about culture and general ideas and the wisdom 
and beauty handed down from the Great Dead. Why should I use my brain to 
spin out sarcasms about evil fools? Why spend precious words and time in the 
latter years of life insulting Nixon, Agnew, and Mitchell? Their very existence is 
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an insult to me. A gentleman is above insults, even when the insult is an 
embodied demonstrations that the human race is a failure. 


That old paradox-monger Gilbert Keith Chesterton once said that “news” should 
be published annually in a not too large yearbook, and the daily papers should 
be taken up with great ideas and beautiful literature of the present and past. 


I think he was right. We’d be so much better off if we learned about human folly 
a year late. The only trouble is, folly today creates, every minute, the most drastic 
emergencies. It may be better for your peace of mind, but certainly not for your 
safety, to know after a year that somebody has a pistol pointing at your head 
and is about to pull the trigger. 

[August 31, 1970] 


The Election 


The war. The election. Inflation. Bankruptcy of the American Treasury. Creeping 
world economic crisis. Unemployment in the metropoles. Economic collapse 
and war in the “former” colonies. Moral collapse in the metropoles. 


The old-time Communists use to be great ones for what they called “linking up” 
immediate issues, world issues and the Socialist Revolution. “The Scottsboro 
Boys will never be truly free until the unemployed get unemployed insurance, 
the migratory workers have a strong union with high wages and the Negroes of 
American have a soviet republic in the Black Belt, like the Jewish Autonomous 
Oblast of Birobidzhan in the Soviet Union!” 


There is no question but that the grave issues confronting mankind at this 
moment are all linked up, but first to take them severally: the remarkable thing 
about this election is that there is only one man running who has any principles 
at all — Wallace. His principles are evil, but principles they are. McGovern? He 
is telling his followers what he thinks they want to hear in hopes that he can 
mobilize a bloc of sufficient weight to exert leverage in the convention. 


McCarthy tried that. The Democratic Party is run by its local machines. Its 
machines are its respectable face. The boys on the other side of the coin are called 
gangsters. Daley’s Chicago is faster in the grip of The Organization than it was 
in the days of Al Capone. Chicago's gangster police, acting on the orders of 
Daley, Humphrey, and Johnson, joyfully beat to death McCarthy's opposition. 


If he tries to use it, McGovern's leverage will have to be exerted from hospital 


240 


beds. It is absurd and horrifying, like a play by Ghelderode, that the hero of 
Chippitakeaduck and Miss Logorrhea, the Closet Queen, should be the principal 
contenders in fact. Americans, like Russians, are so locked in their own country 
that they are completely unaware of the nausea and fear with which all other 
people view their politics. 


Tricky Dick said, “The Vietnam War will not be an issue in the 1972 election.” It 
isn't. No Democrat is going to stop it. The U.S. cannot get out of the war on its 
terms. If the North Vietnamese accepted American terms and the Vietcong 
entered a coalitation government, the Communists would control all of the 
Indochinese peninsula within a year. The experience of the People's 
Democracies has proven that. 


But they won't. Why? As long as the Americans do not dare drop their atoms on 
Hanoi, the U.S. is kept militarily impotent and prevented from acting effectively 
in any other theater, and is being destroyed economically, socially and morally. 
The bulldog has the giant by his Achilles' heel. Maybe somebody has figured out 
that the destruction of the entire Indochinese peninsula would be a small price 
to pay for the destruction of the heart and brain of capitalism. 


Never forget, if it had not been for American interference in Europe, 1918-1922 
and 1945-1950, most of us would have been born in a Socialist world. Herbert 
Hoover summed up 50 years of coming history in Budapest after the First War: 
“Tt’s a neck-and-neck race between communism and American aid.” Had the 
U.S. not entered the First War, there would have been a negotiated peace, and a 
negotiated peace would have led directly to a Socialist Europe. Small wonder 
millions of people are so simple-minded as to believe that what’s wrong with 
the world is the U.S. 


But peace is no solution either. Even the present slight let-up in the war economy 
has thrown the country into a depression. In purely war-economy communities 
like Seattle, that depression is already as bad as 1931. Moves that once meant 
peace now mean preparation for war. 


Lenin, Trotsky and Stalin all agreed that a “united capitalist Europe is a Europe 
united against the Soviet Union,” and Joseph Alsop unwittingly, but 
approvingly, quotes them directly in a recent column. The pressures generated 
by collapse are so great that the worst reactionaries Marxize unawares. Maybe 
somebody should sell Wallace the soviet republic in the Black Belt. It’s certainly 
a solution for busing and LeRoi Jones and Elijah Muhammed would support 
him. 


The truth of the matter is that the general crisis of mankind has deepened to the 
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point that there are no permanent solutions to any problems. Itis quite possible 
that by rejecting the total reform of society in the years from the economic crisis 
of 1912 to the final suppression of revolution in 1927 mankind lost its last chance. 


Two generations have been spent trying to revive a dying man and then to 
reanimate a corpse with massive electric shock. The corpse is beginning to stop 
responding. In that corpse we live. 

[May 11, 1972] 
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Nathan Anderson 


And Machine Knows... 
the glass 
stares 
back at 
you! 
alphabetically on 
/ return / 
there is a hoop 
that [swings] 
this 
[dialectic] 
embrace 
rehearsal 
guided by 
procession 
guided 
[1] thousand 
nota 
second 
nota 
greeting 
a... 
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At the very least a charge 


how Shakespearean of you 


>>>>>>>>>>gone 
<<<<<<<<<<asS 
>>>>>>>the 
<<<<<<<<<<<<<<wake 


simple as the funeral 
pyre 


silent as the emblem 
night 


smoking at the door 
confusion 


how lost? 


how found? 


Contained within this... (Bowler Hat) 


a great streak 
and a 


[sound] 
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volcanic in the 
hymn 


/ she / goes / riding / 
/ she / goes / riding / 


-she goes riding in the hurricane- 


not that you have... 
i answered in... 
i know that you would... 


remember to record 
its thinking 


go! 


Dialogue as an open jaw 


continuity of 


[backwards eclipse] 


==not inculcated== 


there it stands behind the door 


the taste 
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of fish 

a window 
sill 
presented 


as the answer 


select accordingly 


not a word 
was... 


Invertebrate Colour 


travelling at 


rapidity 
rapidity 
rapidity 
rapidity 


why do you still 
grasp[?] 
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/the/sound/is/travelling/faster/than/this/speed/ 
allows////M[[]|MHHHMM 1111 
THM 
TMT 

MMMM 

MMT 

111111111 

1111 

// 


red = red 

blue = blue 
green = green 
yellow = yellow 
etc. = etc. 


a chequered past is something to 
be born 
[from] 


I HAVE BECOME 
MULTI- 
COLOURED 


can i rest now? 
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Jeff Harrison 


Hylactor and others 


HYLACTOR: And how did you requite me? 

STICTE: We have torn you quite. 

AGRE: You were a hart to us. 

HYLACTOR: I was ever your good Actaeon. 

STICTE: You were good to us, but what hound needs permission to course? 
TIGRIS: Or what hound awaits an order to course? 

AGRE: You never forbad us a hart. 

HYLACTOR: A hart saying, I am your Actaeon, that is a forbiddance. 
STICTE: A hound can impersonate, why not a hart? 

TIGRIS: The grove is a place of study, where beast learns from beast. 
HYLACTOR: And how does a hound impersonate? 

AGRE: Well enough, Hylactor. 


STICTE: A hound can limp, when he has no injury; can bare his teeth, when he 
means no injury. 


TIGRIS: He means injury, who bares his teeth. 
STICTE: He doesn't always plan injury, who bares his teeth. 


HYLACTOR: Ihave borne your teeth, and I'm torn quite. 
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Appius and Virginia 


Appius told Minutius: You're shedding the considerate judge. 
Minutius told Calphurnia: You're running down the accomplices. 


Calphurnia told Corbulo: You're convinced the rest of your pictures stopped 
bursting the heights. 


Corbulo told Horatio: Your sanctity is no better than mine. 


Horatio told Icilius: You're overlooking the storm in the middle of his favorite 
echo. 


Icilius told Numitorius: You're innocent, or ready and sparkling. 
Numitorius told Virginia: The model for my Siren lies under the skies. 
Icilius told Virginia: I might easily have cretinization with feathers to spare. 
Horatio told Virginia: I have nothing to do with these footprints. 

Corbulo told Virginia: Appius reddens at each word I speak. 

Calphurnia told Virginia: I am not to be eclipsed by hooves. 

Minutius told Virginia: I was once prized by respectable unsociables. 


Appius told Virginia: My equipment is becoming something of an American 
world. 


Virginia told Appius: A poet puts too great a strain upon the night. 
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Charles A. Perrone 
A Perfect Match To the twenty matches in this book. 111111111111111 


He opened the bottom drawer 

for no other reason than that it 

hadn't been touched for decades. 

Inside the smart sliding compartment 

he performed a re-discovery of a trove, 

ems, memos, mementos, and memoirs: 

so many dozens and more of matchbook covers 
that she had managed to collect from scale bars, 
aptly named hair salons, thoughtful restaurants, 
and other assorted in-out outlets or top venues, 
here, there, and everywhere, hic et nunc et alia, 
from omni sources, everyone, and at all times, 
work, play, travel off, on board, or otherwise. 
Thus was he able to have a chance to recall 

that she had a made a careful personal point 

to pinch and remove each and every match 
from their books or their packs of any size 
before tossing them onto a full-grown pile, 
planning to torch the assembly all at once 

in a grandiose pyre of all-in fury and farewell. 
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ILELEEELELI TILL. To the twenty matches in this book. A Perfect Match 


She selected the top-right drawer 
because it was so clearly labeled 

"Open Me" and within: calendars. 

Stacks of them in the rolling tray. 

Plain black-and-white and photo-filled. 
Twelve-month leafs, hanging chronicles, 
poems, proverbs, advertising, advice, 
the collective wisdom of places galore, 
casinos, barber shops, middling hamlets, 
raceways, play spaces, shooting ranges, 
and enterprises of endearing endeavor 
everywhere, even fairs and not so fair 
encounters with others and judgments. 
So she could be counted on to remember 
that he had a made an individual pledge 
to write his initials on page thirteen 

of each & every calendar of the cohort 
and to indicate his intention to gather 
them all and to toss an incendiary match 
chosen to burn history as he took his leave. 
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Russ Bickerstaff 


What I Am Not Seeing 


Hard to tell what I’m not saying. My doctor told me to expect that I 
wouldn’t be saying some things. And I’m not sure exactly what are you talking 
about. Or she for that matter. I can’t remember. So many doctors telling me so 
many different things. Many kids, on my way out the door, I make the 
conscious decision not to go arm. I don’t know. I mean, it’s not like they were 
in a few different things that I could’ve used as weapons on my way out the 
door. But I decided not to. 

I mean, I never really decide to take any weapons on my way 
anywhere. But it is a conscious decision. There really isn’t any questioning that. 
It’s a conscious decision to be completely on armed in any circumstance. I 
know this much. The locking the door, of course. I’m not exactly and staying or 
anything like that. I just don’t want to go out of the house armed with 
anything. I feel it’s bad for him. Like you’re expecting something to happen. So 
I try not to do anything like that. I try not to color the day with my 
expectations. I don’t want to run the risk of causing a problem. 

Of course, there’s a box of firearms on any street corner. I mean, I 
could if I decided to pick something up. But then you're kind of at the whims 
of whoever left it there. You know know how much ammunition is in it. You 
don’t know if it’s fully a operational. Generally is speaking these are publicly 
accessible player arms they’re probably in pretty good shape. There are people 
were really, really interested and making sure that things get maintained. 
Volunteers. People have good field strip those things and oil and maintain 
them because it’s something to do but still, you can never be too certain. And I 
don’t know that I would ever have occasion to reach into to any one of those 
bands on any street corner. 

It’s around the edges. What I’m not saying. That's what they’ re telling 
me. Little shadows and things. It involved some work. It involved a silicone 
band. Something good works in a mechanical way with friction on some level 
to secure my retina. At least that’s the way I understand it. I really don’t know. 
I really don't know what to expect. But they tell me that I might lose some 
vision. So I guess I have. But I don’t know what it is that I’m not saying that I 
should be seeing. 

So cross the street and continue walking. And then moving. I’m 
probably making sure that I’m doing something. Although, I’m not really 
certain what it is that I need to be doing. Certainly I’m heading off to work. 
Certainly there’s some concern about that. Although, I’m really not certain 
what it is that I should be doing about it. I’ve got work to do. I’ve got to go to 
work. I’ve got to go to work on armed because that’s just who I am. 
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I mean, I get to work and I’m sure there are things that I’m not seeing. 
Around various corners. Coworkers. The emotions of coworkers. Things of 
that nature. But it says little shadows in the corner. That aren’t always there. 
Sometimes there they are. Sometimes they’re not. But whatever the case, it’s 
pretty clear that I’m not seeing them. But I’m continuing to work anyway. Then 
I don't have a gone nor and I for anything like that. Just sitting behind a desk 
pro ing data. And calls. And calls that caused me to process date. Processing 
data that causes me to make calls that ultimately have to be answered. 

That sort of thing. And I know there are things that I’m not seeing. The 
shadow seem to be whispering to me now. Or maybe that’s just the ventilation 
system. I don’t know. Whatever it is, I’m almost certain that there are things 
that I’m not perceiving in my daily life. But they suddenly have them called 
attention to like that. By my doctors. At least I assume they’re my doctors. He 
or she or whoever. Her all out there. And they’re all telling me that I’m not 
seeing things. But I mean, I can’t remember the last time I went into see a 
doctor. So I’m not sure exactly what it is that’s going on. 

I suppose I kind of want to know what's going on. I kind of want to 
know what it is that I’m missing. Because I know that I’m missing something. 
But I don’t know what it is. And they’re telling me there are things that I’m not 
seeing as I’m finishing up work and heading home. Not at the same time, of 
course. But I’m going over to text. I’m going over the messages. The audio 
messages never left on my voicemail. They don’t necessarily have anything to 
do with the fact that I’m not seeing everything. They don’t have anything to do 
with a Shadows an Peter I’m pretty sure the shadows aren’t whispering to me 
or anything like that but I don’t know. I get the feeling that there are people 
who are probably dead right now. I’m sure I heard some gunfire over the 
course of the day. I know I don’t happen to be one of them. I don’t happen to 
be one of the people are dead. And I feel pretty good about that as I make it 
into my home. Lock the door. Observe that everything is fine. The bars are still 
on the window and all of that. Feeling perfectly good. Feeling perfectly secure. 
And maybe Ill watch some thing. Maybe I'll listen to something. And maybe 
after all of that TIl go to bed. As for right now, I guess I’m kind of hungry. So I 
suppose l'll probably eat. Try not to think about all those things that I’m not 
seeing. 
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Paul Dickey 
Belladonna Lilly 


Caravaggio knows passion, 
but his chiaroscuro means nothing 
to a blossoming amaryllis: 


its crimson paper linen is scented, 
bursts open like a firework. 
A poet might cry belladonna lily. 


He scrapes dried clots of reds 
off canvas linen to birth such a poet 
who desires even as deeply 


in naked shadow and light, but a quill 
and ink too are nothing to 

the blood amaryllis 

the table knows. 
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An Ecclesiastical Sunday in Mexico 


In Guadalajara, 
a Yankee tried to buy 
tequila, 
even mariachi, 
and a sombrero. 
A Tapatío said no dice, 
maybe manana? 


Everyone 
leaning on la iglesia 
was either a priest 
or a poet. 
Four million las personas 
enjoying the weather. 
Do you want to be a bother? 


Yankee had no tomorrow, 
needed to be 
back to work 
in San Diego. 


At the Plaza de las Armas, 
the bronze bandstand 
stood empty. 
I watched soccer — 
no points for hours 


and dreamed — 
of tomorrow 
with Jose Cuervo, 
and a train with an open bar 
all the way to Amatitán. 
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Keith Nunes 
During the proliferation 


Enter the awkward walker 

From the right of set piece, 

Unattributed mock-ups of consolations butt up to 
Unhealthy vitamin obsessions squeezed organically, 


So the scene opens of a stained glassy face 

At a staging area for derailed elements of 

An enfeebled Armageddon, 

The punchline to the sick joke now crawling up 

Behind a trolley filled with a cut-price 

Emotional panacea, and new pottings sown 

By the Carnivorous Plant Society (Slogan: Are You Caught Yet?) 


The awkward walker slyly swallows a bottle of merlot, 
Kisses the cheek of a hammer, then 

Exits thru the entry door with his meat-eating plant and 
A container of Gingko Biloba 

Stuffed hard-up against his erection 


Interplanetary estate management 


On the way 

To the world 

A fridge magnet 
Freezes over, 
Industrious 
Self-delusion 
Comes with 
Short-wave instructions, 
Water molecules 

In the food 

Are vibrating, 

All hail Magnetron! 
Fi 

Venus stinks and 
Rotates backwards, 
With Venus Rising, 
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Venus in the First House 
A mortgagee sale 

Is inevitable, 

Tf the Plutonians 

Move in our 
Solar-hinged system 
Will go cold & 

We'll orbit hungry 


Subcurrent of overtones 


bleary misty tiny transparencies 
visual discomfort night beside inglorious river 
stone bridge with one, two, three, four lights ablaze 
insinuate suggest sanctuary in the midst 
of elaborate, pre-dawn, preternatural smoked risings, 
discrepant clomp-clack cane-and-man step out of time, 
a director's oeuvre, suspended between mundane and miraculous, 


I’m locked into the impervious symmetry of a bell curve, the 
grievous bodily harm perpetrated on a linear path 
where all is inferred, 

I’m interred in the bromidic world of standard deviations 
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Bob Lucky 
The Never-Ending Dream I Hope Never to Have 


I live on a dead-end street, but there are so many people on the road to 
nowhere any cul-de-sac can be the center of the universe, a never-ending 
festival with blind jugglers and one-man bands, pickpockets and hot dogs in 
bandanas, mustard on cotton candy and a whiff of weed sprouting between 
my toes and a taco truck, an ice cream vendor tucking a mantra between 
scoops, and a mother searching for the child she never had. Come to Mommy, 
she cries, like the boy who cried wolf, and we slip into our rescue vests and 
head for the haunted house. 


Near the End 


Finally, no matter if one stayed up all night with a swollen tongue begging for 
just a drop, the dew stopped coming to wet the withered weeds. People drank 
their urine until that fountain dried up too. Those who could still cry were 
followed by crowds hoping to catch the last tear drop. I was secretly drinking 
my own blood. It left a bitter taste in my mouth. I was about to die of loneliness 
when the rains came. 


Lust 


(A poem based on Giacomo Joyce by James Joyce, page 7, Faber and Faber, 
1968) 


She raises her arms 


her arms fal 


her gown 


slips its ribbons 


of moorings 
slender buttocks 


moving .... 


shaking Please, 
mister God, das ist eine 
Schweinerei! 
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Trieste 


(A poem based on Giacomo Joyce by James Joyce, page 8, Faber and Faber, 1968) 


Great [EE bronze A 


waking raw sunlight over tiled roof: 
a multitude of 


on their altars 


spinning in the glare| 


And in the End 


Hey, dude? What's up? I never talk like that in real life but felt I needed some 
kind of credibility. He was standing on a railing of a bridge over a river. I was 
pretty sure the river wasn’t very deep. And I’m not sure this guy cared if he 
drowned or fed his brains to the fish, if there were any fish in this particular 
river. Who knows? I wouldn't eat one. I’m going to kill myself, he said. I had 
already figured that out, but I didn’t let on. Why, I asked. This question, this 
existential question you think every suicide would consider, seemed to stump 
him. The pregnant pause gave me time to stump him again. Why this river, I 
asked. What, he shouted. Now we're getting somewhere, I thought. Why now? 
Morte silence. (Sorry, that was a typo.) Why not yesterday? Or tomorrow? 
Couldn’t you wait until after the weekend? No one loves me, he said. What’s 
the point? Do you love anyone, I asked. 
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bart plantenga 


iy MEAN á 
=s 5 
Summer Snapshot 


ds > ‘ 
nia 


It was the strangest affair of my life ever, to this very day — if affair is even the 
right word. It was the summer of the big heat — pavements melting and 
crossing the street was described by one newspaper as “prancing across a 
waterbed.” But everyone had endured it for so long it was not worth 
complaining about anymore. 


Since Yo-Go was only two doors down from “my” office on E. 40th, I went 
once a week to break my pizza-felafel routine. But then, suddenly one day I 
noticed I was going every lunch hour. Not because Yo-Go's menu was so 
extraordinary or affordable, but because she worked the register. She with the 
radiating face like a TV screen with a happy scene from a musical I cannot 
remember the name of. 


For weeks I took the Uptown 6, taking the local in hopes that whatever wit I 
imagined I had would allow me to compose that perfect, witty opening line. 
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One day at 12:23 PM: “It’s like the Clockwork Orange Milk Bar in here.” The 
white walls, white blenders, white aprons, white bags, white everything. Her 
face beaming like a shooting star. Finally, a cinematic allusion as ice breaker 
that worked. 


“The Korovaaa! YES! I’m Inna by the way.” Her hearty, earnest, ah-HA-finally- 
a-kindred-spirit kind of laugh filled the Yo-Go with pure electric exuberance. 


“Ha! I’m Kees. I like your hair!” The swirl of a soft-ice, vanilla cone. Kees 
prounounced as in “case of beer.” 


“Love YOURS!” She pointed beguilingly to my job-op-demolishing, blondified 
haircut performed by an amateur barber-friend-of-a-friend who smoked too 
much ganja. Or the perfect amount, if one was to believe Inna. 


“Kees, have you come to rescue me!?” Um. 


Mesmerized, I failed to respond as her undulating smile hoed a row in my 
heart as if it was a garden. Had some famous, lyrical poet once written 
something to that effect? Hmm. I’m now a paused video with everyone else on 
fast forward, observing my lyrical reverie as it is being gate-crashed by 
agitated office workers barking their moral indignations: “YO! This ain’t no 


y 


frickin’ rom-com, Romeo 


Suddenly, one day soon after, she stopped charging me for lunch, handing me 
whatever vegie, something shroomy order that had not been picked up; a 
quick head scan of the premises before fake-ringing it up — ka-Ching — “That'll 
be no frickin’ dollars and no frickin’ cents. Thank you sir, have a nice dream.” 


Holding my white bag, I hear me urging myself to move on, a comeback of 
sufficient cleverness failing, her face beaming, expectant. They say infatuation 
skews our experience of time, how it puts the eggs of present, past, and future 
into one Buddha Basket. 


And upon exiting, a small bell — dingle dingle — chimes like in movies with 
angels to signal their appearance — or the character’s slide from inner to outer. 
Satori. Epiphany. Something like that. 


I head west to Bryant Park with my warm mind in an ambient hum, 
impervious to noise, cabs running red, sharp objects improperly disposed of. Is 
there a crunch moment when infrastructure, geography and conflagration 
evanesce? 
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Yes. But I cannot point to that exact instant. Sometimes things happen without 
reason, without a pinpoint. 


I sit under a tree together with my mirage of her. A romantic poem needs 
composing as I inhale the sweet, white liquid through a straw. Who could I tell 
about Inna? Perfect strangers, the older bonneted woman secretly feeding the 
squirrels, the bookkeepers with their reputations for keeping secrets? 


Back at work, I opt for Osbourne with the dreadlocks who runs “our” 
mailroom. 


“Inna?” 
“Yea, Inna.” 


“Like Inna Dub Style? Like King Tubby Inna Fire House? You “bout to OD on 
your own mantra and every’ting is irie.” 


“Yea.” I describe her face as a beaming bouquet of hope and desire. Osbourne 
offers a celestial grin. 


Friends, however, prefer the sneer, shaking their heads as if they’d snuffed out 
all enthusiasm like a cigarette butt crushed on the heel of a hurtful shoe 20 
years ago. 


“Cut your losses; dump her now.” Their revenge scenarios involving ingenious 
cruelty and cold-heartedness are offered as therapeutic insights. 


A week later, just after fake-ringing-up my “purchase” and just as I was 
passing under the dingle-dingle bell in the doorway, I glanced over my 
shoulder to witness a feat of mind over matter, involving a parkour maneuver 
only attempted in film interpretations of comic-book super-heroes inspired by 
deep memories of the pommel horse in gymnastics class. Inna was leaping 
over the counter in cinematic slo-mo to escape great tumult behind the counter 
— her manager expectorating his words, neck veins bulging, hair dissheveled, 
bug eyes, punching and flailing air like one of those dancing air-tube balloons 
you see at the parking lot entrance of a mattress store grand opening. 


She shook me from my daze, gripped my elbow with exhilirated torque, 
giggling, yahOOing, sucking me into her slipstream with wide-eyed 
triumphant joy, heading for Bryant Park, oblivious to sirens, angry honks, the 
white, fetid liquids gathered in roadway seams. Her eyes declaring: The Great 
Midtown Prison Break! We passed Bryant Park, waving, shouting at the 
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women — faces aimed at the sun, uncomfortable heels kicked off, feet on 
facing chairs, Band-aids on both heels — to rouse them from their lunch break 
slumbers. We felt like we'd broken a holding pattern, knew the next line to the 
song. 


“Josh pro’ly had a thing for me — UN-RE-QUITE-ED, for sure!” 
“Josh?” 


“My boss!” A loving squeeze of my elbow. There she goes up ahead skipping. 
Skipping! Remember Jeanne Moreau in Jules et Jim in that delirious race across 
the bridge? Like that. 


No one had skipped on West 40th since 1957 and that was a child who didn't 
know any better. Skipping as if joy could conquer dead-air architecture, dead- 
end jobs, absurd museum entrance fees. If anyone could get us in free, it'd be 
Inna. What's the point of happiness if it's intoxicating scent can't get you in to 
places you can't afford. 


Her grip grew tighter; I was reminded of the term “for dear life.” We headed 
west, however imprecise that destination, further down 40th, crossed 7th 
Avenue, 8th, 9th, singing-screaming Disco Inferno at passersby. Her skipping 
— and then me too — allowed us to transgress Midtown’s wired-tight sense of 


propriety. 

“Tf you move west fast enough, the sun never sets.” She did say that, right? 

At a red light she was whistling so beautifully pure of tone ... was it The Andy 
Griffith Show theme song? Our heads collided, thudded as we kissed so hard, 
her teeth piercing my lip, she continuing to whistle into my mouth. Is that even 


possible? Yes, as whomever is my witness. 


We laughed at the blood dripping onto the cracked sidewalk. She sucked blood 
from my lip. A funny line from a zombie movie. I don’t remember exactly. 


We sang — screaming, really — “We Will Survive.” So made for each other as if 
inhabiting our own wavelength, finishing each other's punchlines, her sweat 
smelling sweet, her life story emerging — she has moved 30 times in her 24 
years. 


“Will you take me with you?” We were squinting into a pale sun. 


“Sure, but where’m I going?” 
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“Will you be mine?” 


“Sure, whatever. But you'll probably wanna lease me, not own me.” Some 
laughter and her quizzical what-do-you-mean-by-that face. Had she regularly 
been betrayed by promises of forever? 


We wandered beyond 12th or 13th Ave or whatever it’s called, onto Pier 81, 
toes hanging over the edge of Manhattan. We’re standing still as fence posts for 
a fence that isn’t there, observing tourists in odd shorts, baseball caps, their 
heights protected by abundant girth, waiting in the clearly marked queue for 
the Circle Line Tour. They’re ready to be told what to see and how to see it. 
Loudspeaker: “Washington Square, Union Square, and Bryant Park were once 
cemeteries. An estimated 20,000 bodies are buried in Washington Square.” 


“See that amulet on my sandal strap?” 
“Yea.” 


“Its a traveler’s amulet my father brought back from Sweden. He’s not around 
much so he sends me little like this and survival funds.” 


She opened her purse, pulled out a wad of $10s and $20s. She explained the 
meaning behind the amulet but I only heard snippets ... bronze ... Viking ship 
... rune inscription on the back ... distracted by the commotion on the Circle 
Line Pier ... Frigga, wife of Odin, blessing him ... her enchanting lips ... 
Unharmed go forth, unharmed return ... She had already visited 38 countries, 


20 on her own. 


“Tt’s unclear: Am I heading toward something or away from something?” Is 
this a trick question? 


“Both are possible.” 

“Frigga, goddess of foresight and wisdom ...” 

“Inna Frigga?!” She kissed me to shut me up. 

“Family name’s Plott.” 

“Inna Plott?” I was suspicious but disguised it as enchantment. [Over the 


years, I’ve used various search engines, but have never found a single hit for 
any Inna Plott (various spellings).] 
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“Yessss. And what about you Kees, as in case 0’ beer?!” And then in a blink, 
she pushed me over the edge, holding on, pulling me back in the last blink of a 
second. “WHOAA! She liked that. It’s an old high school guy joke. 


I later write down: heart-into-mouth scare. 


Her exuberance has suddenly acquired a sinister edge. Note: Insomnia- 
induced, delirious eye blink rate, quivering lip, low blood sugar, a desire- 
reality gap, loved my near-death scream ... experts claim it enlivens the 
everyday of certain types. 


“Tf I push you in will you still love me?” The right response was key to the 
sexual fulfillment calculus. But I felt suddenly disheartened, aware of the fact 
that the fact was a fiction of precarious manufacture. 


“Yea.” 


“Td follow you, you know. We get to the other side, we find a house with a 
view. Live happily ever after.” Had she missed a certain stability in her life and 
had she thus invested normalcy with magical life-enhancing properties? 


My frown must have revealed consternation because her responding frown 
seemed tinged with the hurt of a personal history that involved maybe overly 
ambitious or unduly absent parents. Anyway, all I remember was our two 
facing frowns and then me gazing down and away — further interrogation 
seemed futile. I gazed down at her elegant sandals, that revealed her wiggly 
toes, nails painted STOP sign red, that amulet, the logo of a luxury brand 
renowned for its discreet tone, the heels dramatically worn, listing to the 
outside, a detail which inexplicably saddened me as her finger knifed the bend 
of my elbow, our eyes cast like skipping stones to a somewhere, anywhere else. 


Inever returned to the Yo-Go, although I sometimes scurried past the front 


window on lunch breaks, peering in without appearing to, disappointed ... and 
relieved that she no longer worked there. 
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Joshua Martin 
Sequence of Carved Flexing Vertebrae 


Only SeA SQUIRT >>> cuttings 
cloud / verbose / 


less FeRtlle 
lands, directed, 
TeLl TaLe, 
BONES <<<, 
captured time table.......... 


Asexually replicated stems: 
TrUnKs, acorns:: 
SHOOTING SPREE 


11211 


Back against forage - - - sparse Bette Davis 
variety - - - 
pillar of suggestive milk, 
forelimbs indicate squiggles. 


News unearthed , geometric 
0000001 
, cave 
of all directions ::: canopy ::: 
aggressive survival techniques 
replicate mixed generic suffering. 


Lateral hooting STOCK >>> still life propaganda, 


machine that kills 
ruins. 


Degraded Index Finger Stamina Machine 


FEEDBACK 


ai e T e 5D 


1 l 
o o 
o / / o 
P P 


+ + 
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INTERVENTION 
[context], 
package stifled foundling 
[each QUARTER 
gains a 
suggested 
POPULATION 


d 

e 
c 
r 


e 
a 
s 
e. 
Exertions compel 
IN-SERVICE 
friendships, 
lip teaching 
& patent 
leather academic 
sTuFFeD w/ sea kelp, 
[analysis shows 
smears] / 
CAN NOT 


oa 


2 


50 OR OA DW 


Viscerally Likewise Ranked as Thriving 
Twisted paper tossed across millennium 


resembling cigarettes suffering necessary multiplications 
as if a condition of power rejects sparkling prose 
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forsaking all that a nailed coffin repeats, 
privately tethered 
& humorously 


POLITE: :: 
[next INTERVIEW, 
a quickening of thought]. 
Factual emotional scribblings 
understate released appointments. 
/ [GUESTS relieve themselves] 


/ Distortions of ultimate 
zoological uncertainty / . 
Revelations 
of Topsy-Turvey interactions 
[integrated], forbidden skull cracking 

ambitions. [It so happens, 

unfolded in an allegorical posterity, 
almost NO figure could cure 
personalities. ] / Fourth-FLOOR 
costumed dancers 
bleed fearful hours, 
drunken amateur bands 
wearing ringing telephone sangria 
, police huddle between gravestones 
singing dramatic lectures of commemoration. 
/ Pleas 
FROM a SuRnaMe! [ 
when joined to become a friar], 
mild HoMaGe: 
an economic circumstance. 


Special Limitations 


Each leap to challenge myth 
/ wandered interspecies / 
your society stinks, 
Monsieur Tank closes Rank 

around pounding bombardments. 

& you act out 

resistance 

from w/in. 

& your heels clap 
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like seldom evaporated 
thighs. All 
envy muscles 
& little position that an 
artifact can MaKe. 
Absent the airline 
itself. 
Your norms are 
defined as leadership 
despite their destructive 
qualities. 
& the sphere of 
assumptions 
you USE to explain 
sex points 
TOWARD 
imperialism. 


Colonial explosions screaming Santa Claus 
/ sure, there is a NeVeR / 
& an always / & your demand 
to be a treaty. 


‘roused from stagnation’ 


at BALANCE, where 
practicing a barbershop system 
, earlier 
computational competitions 
= genius isn’t a CHARM = 
> 
“what justifies a foundation merit?” 

> 


mo. 


Dip 
ping stews 
without execution 
, AN analysis, but exploring 
sidelines --- All Responsibilities 


are SELF-DESTRUCTIVE ! 
Pi pes- 
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Denial does reject 
voluntary 3 Pp 008: 
By bus, 
abducted within PUBLIC buildings 
, every managed MeAns of 
production can 
wither into an 
AFTERNOON 
nap. 


Double Train Wreck Homage 


Outward store, 
front = signage 
BuRsT, 
ing FuLl of 
titled fists accumulating 
climates::: 
Talk, 
TaLk, TALK, & more trading 
than pimento promises. 


SOON 
or lighter than a spork 
turning Tall, 
hold FORTH all that 
Quick= 
sand can withhold 
from lover 
questing 
YOUTH 
hostage. Couple 
recalculating 
commute, 
grown & hung beneath 
paradigmatic apartment 
BulldInGs, 
shoes provoke 
BOOK = trumpets = 
in Re- 
BREATH / Re- 
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BANISHED 
, homework sees the SuN 
& cheerful biographical 
Turncoat. 


Hitherto, milk in the morning ::: [gradations / STOPS] 


Whereabout of sulfur 
, As- 
SLEEP, 
massaging inward SPIDER 
that has 
a Pall... 
instead Fundamental 


cultural gardens --- 


[End 
in A source],,, 
/ 
converging DuAl 
, could FiLL a Polyglot 
city 
, IN 
& [ON] the 
hill = which later corresponds 
& wipes 
AwAy[ 
quite & 
written 
, in departure 
, then ArOuND , then BeGiN 


“Irregular sensations who thinks 
& wanders 16" abstraction that 
expands inhabited space.” >>>> 


SCRUTINY --- dreamed --- cosmos 
intersecting w/ absences 


--- OLD 
, all SoUght 
auditory 
& Exerts & intensified 
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to heave 
a WHISPER 


“Atmospherics napping w/o 
topical echoes shimmering 
through notational paradox.” 

This 
, less a Speculation 
Teased AS it LAGs. 
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Jillian Oliver 
Rue 


The valleys on the popcorn ceiling came into focus and I looked 
around the bedroom at my oak end table under the window, the white cubicle 
encasing my books in the corner, and the organizer that held my clothes. I 
sighed —the dream was finally over. I rose, threw on my oversized Green Day 
tee shirt, and ambled into the kitchen. The air was aromatic with the smell of 
sizzling maple syrup, which Mom spilled on the pan when she made pancakes. 
She liked to heat the syrup on the pancakes while they cooked. I sighed again 
and thought with relief I’m awake. 

“Thad a strange dream last night.” I began. I hated starting that way. 
Aren’t all dreams strange? As if she read my thought, Mom said, “All dreams 
are weird in some way.” She then sighed as she peeled a sloppy, slightly 
undercooked pancake off the pan and onto a large plate of four other sloppy 
pancakes. She had a hot shine across her aquiline nose and coils of brown hair 
clung to her forehead. Her stout body through that floral-patterned, puke 
yellow house dress irritated me. Seeing her widen year by year disgusted me, 
though I never told anyone that. I hated Mom’s neglect of herself. 

I was reluctant to carry on at first, but I went ahead. 

“There was the man in a wife-beater and plaid again. He hung over 
me in bed, laughing at me struggling and his hand was grabbing at my 
underwear. Felicity was there, but wouldn’t help me. She only stood at a 
vanity, shaking her head and occasionally yelling an expletive at him.” The 
summation felt tepid and I knew it had no impact to on her. She was noisily 
gobbling her pancakes while I had barely touched the bowl of Cheerios I had 
absently poured for myself. 

“Maybe you should see a therapist.” 

“T should’ve known you'd say that.” I studied the remainder of my 
dark red nail polish, spattered like sprayed blood. 

“You walk around here like a corpse half the day, unless you’re drunk. 
Don’t you think you can do better than this?” 

I began scraping flecks of nail polish into my cereal. 

My voice raised a bit. “And what does this have to do with my 
dream?” 

“Nevermind.” She shook her head and turned down to her plate with 
a twitch on one corner of her downturned lips and a slight furrow of her brow; 
a flash of disappointment. She looked up. 

“So what's on the agenda for today? You're obviously not going to 
work since you should’ve been there an hour ago. Going to be nursing drinks 
at Belle’s again, I guess.” 

I sighed, and not looking at her, I got up and brought my bowl into the 
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kitchen and poured the cereal down the disposal, thinking that it looked like so 
many lifesavers in a milky ocean. 

“Are you even allowed back there after this past Saturday?” 

“T sure am.” 

“And what did your young man do again?” She said with an arrogant 
smirk. 

“He wasn’t mine. He was someone Felicity hung out with once and 
wanted to cold shoulder. And he didn’t do anything except not listen to me 
when I told him to fuck off.” 

“Nice. And when do you think you’re going to start writing that 
readmission letter? You’re going to need more of those student refunds if 
you're not going to work.” 

I didn’t want to fight and yell back with a reminder that she was living 
on her dead husband’s social security. I wanted peace and to feel something 
course through me that would cleanse the grime that weighed me whenever I 
left arguments with her. I walked out in silence and went back upstairs to my 
room where I showered and slipped on my polka dot dress. 

With heavy limbs, I sat on the bed and looked over at the 
encyclopedias and Victorian novels gathering dust on my closet shelves. Back 
when I bought all those books, I read four a month. Now I averaged half a 
book a month if I had enough focus. I looked out the window. The other 
apartments were bland and uniform, and the trees stood as rickety and gaunt 
as old women. 

I forced myself off the bed and approached the window. The water 
flowed through the canal with last night’s downpours impelling it onward. It 
glistened like so many sequins against the golden sun. Two girls on bikes, 
sisters I assumed, twisted their handlebars as they zig-zagged and sent pink 
and white streamers dancing like horses’ tails. They tried to get close to the 
grassy edge that led to a small slope and then the canal and squealed from the 
adrenaline rush of being close to the dangerous edge. I remembered how 
exciting it was at that age to get close to danger because I felt it would never 
truly touch me. But now, I often felt unnerved, like there was danger that 
wasn’t fully in my view. 

My text alert sliced through my reverie and I reflexively lifted my 
phone. I knew it was Felicity, and texts from her were of the utmost 
importance. I excitedly read the message, “What are you getting up to 
tonight?” and quickly responded, “thinking of going downtown later. You?” 
Upon hitting “send” my elation diminished, remembering last Saturday night. 
I thought of Cliff falling limply against the railing that lined a ramp at Belle’s. 
His dreary eyes, black as the Guinness he was spilling onto his white tee shirt, 
looked confused at my sudden attack. I felt pity thinking back. Though I 
wanted to believe he had done something horribly wrong, he hadn’t. And 
though I’m the girl who used to be passive—always sitting at my desk in my 
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room on weekend nights, reading books like Villette by the light of a scented 
candle—I wanted to hurt him. 

At the time, even his helplessness made my blood boil; made me want 
to hurt him worse. The way his limbs turned to jello as he collapsed. The weak, 
drunk bastard didn’t even try to break his fall. God, I wanted to kick him hard 
again and again, but instead, upon seeing the bouncer from my peripheral 
vision coming up beside me, I shouted at Cliff, “You're not following us 
around again!” Thus the bouncer thought he was harassing us and Cliff was 
dragged up the stairs. Felicity and I hurriedly set our empty vodka glasses on 
the counter and rushed up the stairs like spectators late for a gladiatorial game. 
We devoured the sight of Cliff lying on the gravel at the landing, looking up at 
the bouncer with stunned, doleful eyes, now flashing a glint of sobriety. 

“Coolio. See you at Belle’s at 10ish?” Felicity texted. 

“See you then!!!” I sent. 

I stood at the window, looking down at the street again envisioning 
those little girls, while my insides felt weak. Before we went our separate ways 
that night, Felicity said with a playful lilt, “You might be a wee bit violent 
when you're drunk.” I felt stung and sorely tempted to remind her of the time 
we were at a house party and she pulled a knife on a guy for his crime of 
pouring cherry coke with her rum instead of regular coke, but I stayed quiet 
because I knew she exempted herself from accountability if she was blackout 
drunk. 

Instead of ruminating, I decided to grab my benodril from the end 
table and take enough of it to sleep until evening. 

After a fortunately dreamless sleep, I awoke at 9 pm and rushed to 
switch on a table lamp atop the cubicle and the overhead light. I felt fearful 
with no light in the room once night glided in. I looked in my wall mirror and 
confronted the clusters of broken blood vessels beneath my eyes; the auburn 
hair showing dark roots, with dry ends that forcefully tried to frame my skinny 
neck and square chin with its sharp layers. I was far too pale and thin, though I 
still looked young for twenty-six, maybe even as young as 18, with lips still 
plump, though flaky with dry skin. I closed my eyes and took a few deep 
breaths. I left the mirror satisfied that I could change what I saw wrong with 
my face because none of it was permanent, as long as I quit drinking soon. 


ARA 


I descended the stairs at Belle’s. Felicity looked like a bold streak of 
crimson at the bar, sitting within a flurry of many colors that seemed to bleed 
together. I became an expert at looking for the spaces between people so an 
entire crowd could be a mere collection of obstacles through which I needed to 
chart a path. I didn’t even look out for Cliff. 

As I approached, she turned to me. Her titian hair was pulled back 
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into a tighter ponytail than usual, and her hazel green eyes looked dully in my 
direction as her frosty lips beamed. She's had a few of those liquid marijuanas, 1 
thought. I crashed on the torn blue stool next to hers and shouted over “Old 
Town Road” to order a whiskey sour. Within a casual conversation about our 
day, I mentioned the recurring dream— though I eliminated her role in it. 

After knowing each other for three years, and having worked together 
as IT assistants on campus, we felt comfortable enough with each other to spill 
our inner thoughts without reticence. Hearing her talk was a release from my 
mother’s prudery and her tales about her large family allowed me to live 
vicariously through her, as I had never met my cousins or grandparents. She 
was like a bird of paradise in her iridescence and liveliness. Besides, despite 
her air of whimsy and impetuousness, she was true and loyal. I relished the 
sincerity in her bold, throaty laugh and when alone I'd smile just thinking 
about it. Because I couldn’t risk breaking this bond, I now had to hide that 
strange aspect of the dream. 

She looked at me with concern, which was somehow magnified by the 
dark, veined circles that stood out against her porcelain skin and narrow face. 
Her eyes were adorned with liner and shadow that only drew attention to the 
fact that she appeared to have grown old from worry far too soon. 

“You've mentioned this a few times. When did you start having that 
dream? Do you remember?” 

I glared vacantly into the crowd and searched my memory for any hint 
of what had triggered the dream. It must not have made an impression until it 
recurred a few times, but I still thought strenuously. 

“I think . . . it was roughly around the time of the Gatsby parties at The 
Fox Tail. I think.” 

“Well, I don’t know, man, it went over three nights and I vaguely 
remember them.” A playful half-smile formed, and she raised her glass. 
“That's how I know it was a good time.” She shot down the last inch of her 
liquid marijuana. 

“Same. I don’t remember much, except showing up, of course, before 
we started drinking whatever absinthe nonsense we had.” 

She paused a moment looking serious. 

“I remember you disappearing, though. I walked into the alley to see if 
you were out there. I guess I first looked for you inside but didn’t see you.” 

I could remember hearing the fiddler next to the piano player and I 
saw a group of women clad in flapper costumes trying their best to Charleston 
around the fiddler in a narrow space; the three-foot-long portrait of Al Capone 
hung beside a brick wall on which a silent film was projected. Nearly everyone 
was in costume save for a few men in regular clothes. A green plaid shirt 
wisped by Al Capone. But why did that matter? It had no bearing on where I 
went when I disappeared. 

“Ym not sure I remember when I went outside.” 
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“T eventually assumed you went home.” She shrugged. 

I had woken up in my bed with my wool peacoat over my naked body 
and my high heels tangled up in my sheets. The smell of vomit smothered my 
nostrils and the look of it with bits of green olives and flecks of pasta made me 
gag again, but my head was too heavy and my limbs too sore to get up and 
change the sheets. With quivering fingers, I grabbed my phone off the 
nightstand and checked my messages through dry eyes. I sent Felicity a 
thumbs up when I saw she texted four times to ask if I was safely home. 

Ihad assumed I tried to get into my nightshirt and, failing to do so in 
my drunken stupor, collapsed naked and pulled my coat over me for warmth. I 
wondered if going to The Fox Tail might help me recall something, although I 
wasn't sure if such things actually worked. 

“Perhaps I wouldn't mind going to The Fox Tail tonight.” I suggested. 
“Mainly because we haven't been there in a while and I really don't want to 
run into Cliff.” 

“Fair. I gotta say, I don't think he'd be thrilled to see you either.” She 
called for the bartender to settle her tab. 

Disease washed over me. I wasn't sure if it was the prospect of seeing 
The Fox Tail or Felicity’s flippancy. 

“Y ou think it’s going to bother you because of your dream?” 

“T don’t know. Probably not.” I shrugged. 

I examined The Fox Tail’s massive liquor wall, admiring for a second 
time how elegant the bottles looked, almost like a miniature glass castle whose 
majesty belied its true function. The percussion of the bartender’s shaker 
clashed with the piano, which softly played “Sentimental Journey” while a 
black and white film played above the liquor wall. Like Siamese twins we 
looked up at Rita Hayworth shouting in a fiery rage at Glenn Ford; a fury that 
was as silent as a memory and stifled by the terseness of the captions. 

“Remember anything yet?” Felicity asked. 

I looked around at the grey divan under the Capone portrait and the 
rickety staircase in the center of the room that led to the upstairs bar. I only 
recalled the crowd and the green plaid flashing by. 

“No, nothing important.” I shrugged and looked back at the screen. 

Felicity ordered her cocktail before I had time to look away from the 
film. I ordered a cocktail whose name I forgot right after I ordered it and when 
the green drink came I pulled a wrinkled twenty from my wallet and handed it 
over to the bartender. When he made change I tried to hand him his five-dollar 
tip, but he pointed to a glass vase filled with bills. Realizing it was out of my 
reach, he gripped the neck and slid it over to me with a polite nod and “thank 
you.” 

I saw the plaid again, closer to my face this time. There was a warm 
hand around my neck, gently squeezing, only threatening to constrict. I closed 
my eyes to see more of the memory and believed there was a pale face, but it 
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was so dark, and I thought, what if I’ve filled in with fantasy what I simply can’t 
remember? 

“Rue?” 

I jolted back to the present, realizing the bill was still sitting in my 
suspended hand. I dropped it in the vase. 

“T was just thinking of something.” 

When we finished our cocktails we wandered the streets in search of 
another bar. Felicity wanted me to suggest another place, but wasn’t thrilled 
with any of my choices. Finally free of ideas, I suggested we go back to Belle’s 
and she readily agreed. At Belle’s, Felicity launched a liquid marijuana and 
vodka-coke binge as we sat listening to “Uptown Funk” on the jukebox and 
swiping this way and that on our phones. 

“Oh look who’s here.” Felicity said sardonically. She leaned close to 
me and looked at me wryly with her smokey eyes. “Try not to beat him up 
again, huh?” 

I looked across the room and a tall man in a black tee shirt and light 
wash jeans caught my eye as he lingered with a group of men by the foosball 
table. Just as he turned his eyes in my direction I quickly looked down at some 
cat meme on my phone and began scrolling with increasing rapidity through 
what seemed like a barrage of hollow information. “Dear God” slipped out 
from under my breath as I sat feeling like I was caught in the midst of a crime. 
My cheeks burned and my stomach turned like a weather vane. 

“Don’t worry, he’s not going to come over here. Lord knows he 
doesn’t want to encounter you again,” she said. 

I looked at her looking at him. She was thoroughly fixed on him for a 
moment until her eyes glimpsed almost imperceptibly in my direction then 
down at her phone. I got up the courage to look toward him and my eyes fell to 
the light wash jeans with a slit in the knee and his heedless air as he swung his 
beer while gesticulating. 

I fixed him for what felt like minutes, and after a while I could see 
those jeans against my wool coat. I could feel the back of my coat rubbing 
against the course brick like a nail filer, and a hand on my wrist, then a hand 
on my neck, then under my coat, under my dress. I drew in a labored breath to 
quell my nerves. 

Cliff was looking at her as well and kept his eyes upon her when he 
leaned over to talk to his friends. I knew I had to tell her what I remembered to 
spare her from being taken advantage of by someone so predatory. 

“T remember something from that night,” I exclaimed importantly. 

“What is it?” she said with a glint of interest in her eyes. I told her of 
the fragments of memory and how I believed . . . no, how I knew beyond a 
doubt that Cliff had attacked me in the alley. I speculated that he was hanging 
around us too much that night, trying to get to one of us, then I stepped out in 
the alley, maybe to be sick, and he followed me and pushed me against the 
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wall and touched me. 

“I must ve just run home after all that because . . . because I was 
scared.” 

She looked ahead somewhat stoically, then after a long pause she 
turned to me and said, “Are you sure you're not just, you know, filling in with 
stuff you wanna believe? Like, I know you hate Cliff, but when you think 
about it why would he attack you in public like that?” 

I was hurt and dumbfounded and it must have shown on my face as 
she rushed to placate me. 

“T didn't mean anything. You could be right, but don’t jump to 
conclusions yet.” She turned solemnly to her phone again and started checking 
snap stories perfunctorily between sips of her liquid marijuana. She didn't 
mention the incident again. 


ARA 


The day after my excursion with Felicity, I wished I could shift my 
thoughts toward something other than Cliff and that alley, dank and reeking of 
rotting food. And, of course, I wanted to once again forget the hands that were 
so strong, so dominating that I could hardly believe it was real. I had never had 
a man’s hands on me in such a way before. My struggling was met with 
arrogant insouciance, as if I wasn’t anything but a moth he’d caught in his fist 
mid-flight. 

While sitting in my room, I decided I would go down to Belle’s as soon 
as it opened at 4pm, just to have a drink on a languid Sunday under the belief 
she wouldn't be there. But I was only trying to fool myself out of the suspicion 
that she would be there. 

After slipping on a stiff, denim dress, I slumped onto my unmade bed 
and wondered why I cared. I wondered if I hoped to preserve the integrity of 
my ego by proving to myself that I didn’t grossly misjudge the character of 
such an important person in my life, since I’d never known anyone as long as 
I'd known her. I heard people mention their friends of five, ten, fifteen years, 
but it might as well have been written in an academic journal, it was so far 
removed from what I experienced. 

Outside my window there was a magnolia quaking as if, with enough 
effort, it could uproot itself from its confines, and trees swaying and rattling 
percussively amidst bombarding rain. I hurriedly ordered an Uber and 
tramped the stairs, unconcerned with being heard by Mom. 

When I made it downtown, the ponded streets and glistening 
sidewalks were scattered with gleeful college girls and boys running through 
needles of rain. They disappeared in underground bars, iridescent clubs, and 
late-night coffee shops. A man on the corner stood indifferent to the rain as he 
belted out a message about Jesus and the Antichrist. He stood out as one of the 
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loudest and loneliest people on the street, who Marines heckled and others 
arched around as if he could attack. I wanted to think about life from his eyes 
to keep from thinking of my own. I found something therapeutic in that 
exercise, imagining loneliness greater than my own but being able to keep 
living just the same—not taking a pill to sleep through it all. These thoughts 
left me as soon as the car pulled up in front of Belle’s. 

After I got out of the car the bolt of worry returned in anticipation of 
something I didn’t want to face: going back to a life where I'd sit in my room 
on weekend nights with no one to meet up with, no companion to text with 
whom I could share every thought and adventurous idea. I could end up never 
seeing her again. But I couldn’t go back to that life. It wasn’t going to happen. 

I descended the first set of stairs leading to the door and just inside 
was an old, framed portrait of a man who once owned the property back in the 
turn of the century, his face was austere to the point of being silly. I almost 
laughed but withheld it because I knew it would only come from nerves. The 
next short set of stairs began and my feet fell stolidly on each concrete step. I 
became cognizant now of people swarming the place. It sounded like a 
thousand crisp voices competing to be heard, but in reality it was only ten or 
twelve boisterous people in the acoustic space, most of whom were scattered 
about, some in clusters of three shrilly laughing near the TouchTunes box on 
the wall and others lonely and huddled somberly at one of the bar’s sharp 
corners. 

And there, on one of the brown leather couches in the far left corner of 
the room, just under the mounted heads of a buck and doe, sat Felicity with 
Cliff. He wore a slightly different black tee shirt this time, one with a Celtic 
cross on the front. The same tattered jeans hung baggily and displayed gaping 
knees, like hungry mouths. That hawkish nose was grossly close to her ear. I 
could remember now the breath, dragon hot against the winter gusts that 
hurried down the alley. His hand, thin and clawlike, like an old man’s, gripped 
her knee as if it was the only thing keeping her shin attached to her thigh. 

I had no choice but to stare, because I didn’t believe it, even though I’d 
expected this sight just on instinct. I moved away from the threshold hoping to 
get back to the stairs unseen, but for a second, Felicity’s eyes met mine with a 
gleam of consternation. But she was out of my sight almost as quickly as her 
eyes made it to mine. 


At home, I sat on my bed looking at the wound-red sun descending 
behind the trees. I became fixed on the asphalt, using its rain-glossed surface as 
a canvas on which I painted fantasies both violent and amiable. In one, Felicity 
convinced me that I really did invent the memory from the alley and I attacked 
Cliff mercilessly for no good reason. So lost was I in this narrative that I felt a 
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sense of hope that I could apologize and make it alright and see Felicity wave it 
off with me over a glass of liquid marijuana and say everything was fine again. 

In another scenario I walked doggedly over to the leather couch, 
preying upon her like an alligator ready to ambush. I clutched her titian 
ponytail and in one swift thrust, sent her flying down the platform’s steps and 
onto the cold grey concrete. The impact was enough to bruise her, then render 
her still, with blood trickling out on the floor’s grooves and cracks. 

After many minutes went by, I was finally lulled into a sense of calm 
when the tender, monotonous cranking sound of a child’s bike became audible 
from the end of the block. One of the little girls from earlier emerged, rolling 
along the white line. My text alert dinged once, then a second time. A familiar 
impulse told me to see what the messages said, but since they could only be 
from one person, I reined in the urge. 

Slumped on the edge of my bed, feeling like a child or an infirm 
woman, I watched the girl in front of me, who was now subdued by solitude as 
she cranked innocently into the complex. She turned onto her corner at the 
farthest end and was swallowed by a shadow that resisted the bright sconces. I 
felt a bolt of fear cut through my despondency and it only worsened when my 
text alert let out another sharp command. Against my better judgement, I 
slowly reached for the phone, still watching the lonely shadow that had 
consumed the girl. 
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Réka Nyitrai 
Yellow tulip 


Yesterday I saw a woman crying. As she walked she shed tears. Her tears were 
yellow. Slowly, as she sobbed, her face became a spent tulip. 


Poem told to me by Dora Maar 


This is the poem 

Dora Maar told me 

when we met— 

Though, I like to laugh, 

to pose 

and play the role of the bright 

and bubbly 

at night, when I am alone 

the corners of my mouth 

turn down. 

Craving to be touched 

I allow sadness— that old, cozy shawl— 
to wrap about me. 

Though, I have told no one, 

in every self-portrait of mine 

in the bottom left corner of each canvas 
there is an invisible vase. 

There, in the hollow of that vase 

I keep my little deaths— 

poems, not yet unwritten. 


Spurges 
Her smile turned his poems into a grasshopper, a leap of faith his heart 


unceasingly hunted. This is the story of the blonde locks I found between the 
pages of my grandfather’s yellowing manuscript. 
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Marilyn Stablein 
Four Water Dreams 


Tight Squeeze 


Don’t ask how I manage to ride in a car and take a bath scrunched up 
on the floor of the passenger's side. I'm not even dirty. 

Hot water comes out of a small tube running from the engine. The 
water is only three inches deep but the heat feels luxurious. 

When I look up to check on the driver, I gasp. No one’s in the driver's 
seat! The car slowly veers into the shoulder of the road. 

A hill approaches; the car slows way down. With no one to steer, I 
worry if the car can pull off the road by itself? 

Will it stall? Block traffic? 

I reach up and grab the steering wheel but I can't see the road. When 
the car bumps onto the gravel on the shoulder, I cut the motor. 

Where the hell did I put that towel? 


Row Boat 


A row boat without oars races faster and faster. I can’t steer or stop. 
Soon the water slopes upward, higher and higher as the boat starts climbing 
Niagara falls! 

Luckily the boat makes it over the top. As I rest someone plays a 
video of the falls. A narrator advises I study the falls’ plunging descent so I can 
safely maneuver the boat back down the falls without getting hurt. 

The video is scary—a huge mass of water thunders over the edge. 
Strapped in a wooden boat I’m powerless to stop or go. Will my row boat 
become my coffin? 

Suddenly the boat tilts over the water’s edge and descends rapidly. 
Instinctively I stretch my feet flat out to slow the descent. I keep a close watch 
so I can safely land on my feet like a cat. 
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Cart 


A relative hustles me out of his house. He shoves me into an old 
wooden milk wagon pulled by a cow. The cow plunges into a big river and 
paddles midstream. 

The relative plans to torch the house to collect on the insurance. 

“Hey,” I think. “You shouldn't torch your house.” 

In an instant I return there. 

A stranger is inside; there is no fire. Then I’m back in the cart pulled 
by the cow. 

Again the cow and cart plunge into the river. Will I ever get back to 
shore? 

The river rounds a wide ninety degree bend. The city ahead is lit up 
like the autumn diwali festival at the Varanasi ghats. 


Runaway Frog 


Frogs are endangered in the desert. After a large dusty frog appears 
on the portico I quickly toss a hair net over it to catch it. 

Will the frog like the abandoned aviary shaded by the tallest 
cottonwood on our bosque farm? Scant rain collects in the shallow cement 
pond thick with mosquito larvae. Birds escaped long ago. 

The frog is antsy, rambunctious, hard to contain. Suddenly he leaps to 
the ground and runs like a sprinter on his hind feet. 

A squirrel gives chase, dragging the frog back to where I stand. 

The squirrel sits atop the stretched-out frog extended to his full 
length—at least 8 inches. More the size of a cane toad. 

A gash bleeds on the frog’s knee. When I reach down to pull the 
squirrel away, sharp claws hook into my right hand. It takes a moment or two 
to extricate my hand without puncturing the skin. 
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Jerome Berglund 


these fishermen crave 
only for sardines, avoid deep seas 
superstitiously 


something coercive 
in forced rhyming, one presses 
adhere to a scheme 
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Christopher Barnes 


after Riot Days by Maria Alyokhina of Pussy Riot 


DWINDLING KITTY 


Cold wave homestretches...'do svidaniya!' 
Effigies flame on pack ice. 

Age-long curfews, recording. 

No picnic to lull — 

Fugitives keep drifting. 


We fail to maintain Naturalism. 


STEADFASTLY UNDER WRAPS 


Ragged English pidgins the message. 
Door thumps compliment facts. 
Bulbs off unpredictably. 

Glimpse heavens — 

Sun retreats. 


Choreography goes ham. 


PIRATED DUDS 


Constabulary spotlights rogue's gallery. 
Bo-peep tresses under frosty hat — 
Specs deviate a posture. 

By matins we fade. 


Subplot has legs too. 
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SKYPE TO FOUR WINDS 


Backwoods are prudent. 
Aloof coots intuit raw deals. 
News scrutiny went hoopla. 
Bawling-out isn't a crime. 


Let's try Total Theatre. 


WARRANTS 


Coffeehouse privy — immaculate sit-tight. 
The fuzz dam rights-of-way. 

Putin broadcasts harangued stanzas. 
Vodaphone clicked taut. 

Attorney yells 'run'. 


We mime low comedy. 
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Peter Cherches 


Simulacra 


It wasn't the thing itself, but rather a simulacrum. An analog, a 
representation, but not the real deal, and it had no business passing itself off as 
such—that's what I call false pretenses. 

Authenticity —nobody cares a whit about authenticity anymore. It’s a 
crying shame. 

Take this text, for instance. It purports to be a simulacrum, a text 
about a simulacrum, yet just what it’s a simulacrum of, we're not told. So is 
this a text or a simulacrum of a text? Is it perhaps a template, a blueprint for a 
text, or numerous, even infinite texts? 

It wasn't a plum, but rather a simulacrum of a plum. It wasn't an 
orgasm, but rather a simulacrum of an orgasm. It wasn't a cold day in May, but 
rather a simulacrum of a cold day in May. It was an analog of whatever you 
love the most, a representation of peace on earth. 

And that would just have to do. 


Homage to Kawabata 


T had it in the palm of my hand, the left one. It was a small book, 
written in the lines. It wasn't a fortune, not even a small one, it was for the 
mass market. I started reading. “Once upon a time there was a place,” it began. 
The whole story took place in the lines. In the palm of my hand. It was a small 
book, but a big story. A blockbuster. I tried it out. It worked like a charm. I 
busted a block of concrete, barehanded, with my left palm. It turned out there 
was a book embedded in the concrete block, now loose. I picked it up and 
looked at the cover. It was called Palm-of-the-Hand Stories, the author Yasunari 
Kawabata. 
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The Night Sky 


A man was looking through a book at the night sky. The clock struck 
an innocent bystander. “What hath God wrought?” an old woman shouted, 
quoting Samuel F.B. Morse. A funeral brass band passed, “St. James 
Infirmary.” But there was no funeral this time, just a dry run. 

“What do you say Mabel, just one little kiss?” 

Mabel slapped Wallace’s face. “We’ll have none of your malarkey, 
Wally,” she said, and then she kissed him right where she slapped him. 

“Aw Mabel, I don't deserve you,” Wallace said. 

“That's the first sensible thing I’ve heard from your kisser in a dog’s 
age,” Mabel replied. 

The trumpeter from the funeral band broke into a hora—or was it a 
freilach? The other musicians joined in. Wallace to Mabel: Shall we dance? But 
it was the wrong dance they danced, a tarantella. The cop on the beat noticed 
but decided not to get involved. 

The book was a big disappointment, the man thought, but on a clear 
night like this the sky is a thing to behold. 


How to Read this Story 


Read it with a hat on, just as you’d wear a fedora for The Long 
Goodbye, a beret for Sartre’s Nausea, or a woman’s hat, what womans hat, for 
what book or story? The Trilby hat does not appear in the novel Trilby. Choose 
a hat, a hat you're comfortable in or a hat you'd feel ridiculous wearing. It all 
boils down to this: What kind of reader are you? 

Read it not as a set of instructions, but rather follow the clues to 
wherever they may lead you. 

First read the words, then turn away and imagine yourself reading the 
words. 

Now try to divine the story’s story. If you succeed, you’ve done my 
job. 

Congratulations! You may take the hat off now. 
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Prose d'Ameublement: An Experiment 


I decided to try an experiment. I put a table in the center of the empty 
room. I took a wood block, a cube, with a different color on each side: red, 
green, blue, orange, yellow, and purple. I placed the cube on the table, left the 
room, and closed the door. Five minutes later I went back into the room and 
there was a ball on the table in place of the cube, a rubber ball, about the same 
volume as the wooden cube, a red rubber ball. I knew there was no hanky- 
panky going on. Nobody was in the room when I entered, and nobody had 
access after I had left. I left the room again and closed the door. 

I returned five minutes later to discover that the ball was now green. 
Interesting, I thought. Repeat. 

Next time I went into the room the ball was blue. The same blue as 
one of the sides of the cube, just as the previous colors had exactly matched 
those on the cube. It was a deep blue, the kind Mondrian used in his grid 
paintings, as was, come to think of it, the red. Something’s definitely 
happening here, I thought. 

Next iteration. When I returned to the room 20 minutes into the 
experiment the ball was orange, orange like the fruit, and it was pretty much 
the same size as a real orange. I could almost taste it. Nobody could deny I was 
making progress by this point. My heart started beating just a bit faster, but I 
tried to contain my excitement, because it ain’t over till it’s over. Another five 
minutes, same drill, and the ball was yellow, yellow like the sun. I hadn’t 
noticed the “sun-ness” of the yellow when it was a side of the cube, but as a 
ball the sun came shining through. Yet the show must go on. I left the room 
again, for another five minutes. When I returned the ball was purple. 

We were so close that I allowed myself a frisson of excitement. I left 
the room again, for the longest five minutes I’ve ever passed, and now my 
heart was pounding like Gene Krupa’s drum solo on “Sing, Sing, Sing.” I 
returned to the room and there it was—a purple cube, purple on all sides. 

Success! 
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Kay Kestner 
Her Dress Outgrown 


This stain 
fur and mousy-eyed 
is too tight. 
These 
tiny paws make silence 
a martial art. 
And the ears 
hear every sound that 
drops 
from the leaky mouth 
that won't speak. 
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Jupiter's Eye 


Jupiter’s bright eye 
watches shells 
turn into stones 


tossed 
by the 
low tide 
and left alone to die 
Itis a long night for her 
being a solitary witness 
to all of this massacre 
All of these midnight 
tragedies 
unseen by those 
sleeping in 
soft beds 


dry on elevated land 


By morning, by sunrise 
the rising tide 
hides all evidence 
washes away the 
secret sorrows 
of the night 


Even Jupiter's eye hides 
too scared to tell 
the story of 
what she saw. 
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Cameron Morse 
The Other World Is Our World 


Knowing where we are begins as an inkling 

of cars passing up ahead before I can make out 
the sign. Our street goes through, 

our payment. Our breakthrough begins 

before we can make sense of an illegible hand. 
From another angle, our world is other- 
worldly. Our shadows cast bodies 

and not the other way around. 


A train stopped in the woods stretches on 

and on, heading off our crossing. 

Its headlights are light in daylight. We were always 
walking home, always to begin with, 

snow banks of broken glass, brittle reefs 

along the disappearing sidewalk. 


Symptom or Side Effect 


Electrical waves crash over my head, 

the beachhead of my brain, prickly stubble 

of sand, or I have the kind of sudden 

fatigue that makes a Mason jar from the dish rack 
heavier than a car battery. How to describe this 
to my oncologist? Symptom or side effect? 
Twilight makes it orange on the horizon, 

orange as an orangutan or the handgun 


the boy at the playground yesterday 

shot me in the eye with and my wife on the park 
bench, nursing beneath a muslin cloth 

and my son on the rock wall, my daughter in the child 
safety swing. Ha! I laughed: No one was left 

to push him. He called and called and no one came. 


294 


The Next Flight 


I will not know my thought: 

I must wait for my thought, my flight. 

My sister struggling to keep up holds on 

to her hurt years among the pagodas, 
abandoned. I am running out of time 

to make amends for the people I have been 
and hurt, the unthought hours 

rolling over, going belly up in the shipyard. 


I will not know. How could I ever 

escape the manifest I myself am on? 

My adult sister settling in to the seat beside me, 
asks if Ihave any memories of her 

as a girl. I run for my thought. This time 

Iam out of takes off without me. 
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Eric Hoffman 
More Translations of Haiku by Ozaki Hosai 


At Joko Temple, Obama, 1925 


REAREMOA RUC BEATS 


A train passes as I weed the grass— 
I don't look up 


HECTIC ABE KC SABSETS 


Head shaved, I return home— 
the plums have fallen 


BRAT DSIL\CHOFOMNTAS 


Time passes — 
the temple falls 
into decay 


FEEWMOHPCAINEDETS 


We try to say goodbye— 
our words lost 
to the wind 
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EANEAMWTLEDEROE 


Face red and wet— 
the child stops crying 


MROWE BY UD LY 


The mountain greens 
and a path reappears 


EÉONIEZAEES ClomA CLE: 


Small town newspaper takes only moments to read 


EAILD MOR EMAHICSARCHVOE 


I recognize the eyes 
of the alley cat 


A TBe LCI NTE 


Alone in the temple 
shaken by an earthquake 


PRIS AED IT ABRO BARCA 


Midnight— 
alone at a hot spring, 
splash water on my belly 
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BASLIRCHESEORE 


Istare at the garden weeds 
as though bedridden 


EEK SEG TÉ FUER 


Beans swell in spring water — 
evening 


DE YE EDET EROR 


In silence 
a thousand ants 


appear 


RY ISBADOL Cla SIR CHOK 


Headed home— 
umbrella on my shoulder 
as I cross the bridge 


KRARORMMAILA TREE 


Laughter— 
teeth increase! 


AD LL BBOR ltt 


He opens the door to the temple kitchen— 
his face like a peasant's 
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Mint eOkKI A CHA CHE THESE 


Drinking with the Buddhist priest, 
I become tipsy 


TAROT ATEO TCHS 


Every nail in the box is crooked 


ER RD0ABNRO— AR DÍ 


Beans to cook— 
more daylight 
than water 


TMhNDFIYTETUIOLITA 


I descend the stairs 
and decide to eat 


BAK < UY CH OHORMRE 


Village fabric store — 
ocean of calm 


MRS LEY CHRIMERORTICS 


I awake to see 
the spider’s slow descent 
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MBIICBOADWCHTOCLEDE 


He cursed the bronze statue 
then left 


NOW GKADEDI ERRE UNO TES 


Easy to weed 
the rain-soaked ground 


ELALEDTE SHO MMAARDAO 


Solemn morning— 
three or four bamboo threads 


Hic < SAMAK EHLCERS 


Frogs croak— 
I turn off the lamp 
then go to sleep 


HORAILCKESKTELCHS 


Pond illuminated 
by the morning sun 


5 2D4OWMNCRAADAUTAS 


Empty mind, hollow heart— 
eyes wide open 


300 


MEAR CHM SBMRA S 


Rough sea approaches a small bridge 


MLDS EAS MAOORT 


From my lonely body 
nails grow 


BRERSOHSICKRTHS 


Grassy countryside — 
we greet one another 


23 ERICZOSSAMRIOCTHS 


The day ends — 
I lie on my stomach 


BAEOBCRORBICLWS 


The sea is blue— 
I’m at the barber's 


ARLSY ODMBA 3 DS iHtICKTHS 


I pass by a pond— 
my reflection is a stranger 
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fe? SHILA A CEI Etta 


I visit the monk— 
something’s cooking in a pot 


1925 (Kyoto) 


WFAT SHUT HCAS 


Mountain pass, 
lights of a temple 


BOC bE LOTTERY CHILES 


Ismell the gardenia 
and show it to you 


BR DSL AIEEE DBO FIA CH 


Under the eaves— 
a spider catches a dragonfly 


LEO AOR LOTE 


New Year’s Eve— 
now the calendar is old 


302 


Gavin Lucky 
Curto 


It was beginning 
to look like 
the end 


(king of the 
universe blessed 
are you) 


Everything returning 
to right angles 


something, something hounds of tindalos 
tomorrow, 

everything will be same-same 
but different 
tomorrow, 

the sun will come out, 
tomorrow, 

there is no sense of urgency 
when everything is present tense 
It is important to comprehend this. 


If only I could tell you. 
If only you could hear me. 


(I’m staring at the sunflowers again.) 
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A Body, In Motion, Attempts To Rest. 


Already 
acknowledged 
circumscribed 

the things own 
perceived inevitability. 


Everything, as Lucretius 
tells us, just bodies 

in motion. 

I have known 

atoms now at rest 

(oh Ingrid 

oh Maria) 

I didn’t know 

they wouldn't keep moving 
on 

forever 

(oh Richard 

oh Ron). 
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Kiriti Sengupta 


Memoir 
(for Mathures Paul) 


Lasting dilemma erupts 
as a sapling 
splits open concrete. 


Does a dwelling 
fear oblivion? 


A tree proliferates. 
It adds to antiquity. 


Missus 


My falling-out 
fails to furcate. 


Her silence, the shield. 


Intrinsic 


I've been watching movies for years and I don't remember when I first grabbed 
a popular film mag. I became an avid reader of Anandalok, Filmfare, Stardust, 
Cine Blitz. Did the actors discuss why they chose to be one? They explained 
what they could become otherwise. Someone could have turned into a lawyer, 
a doctor, an engineer, or a researcher of a specific science. We prefer to think 
they had no career choices. Clad in white, Simi Grewal questioned her guests: 
How did you get your first break? Cinema honors light. 


Was Joy Goswami asked, What if you weren't a poet? 
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Patrick Sweeney 


Four one-line poems 


elbows estranged on the same side of the booth 


p 


only to get to the end of the falling leaf 


$ 


somehow I'd forgotten Emmett Kelly swept the spotlight under the rug 


no matter what I say she can't accept a masterpiece done with a turkey baster 
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Robin Wyatt Dunn 
on Moreno Drive 


there are no ants on his hair 
they live inside 

like I'm one of them 

marching slow into the mouth 


he stands outside the door 

the building where the previous owner died 
(statuettes littering the balcony; they killed him) 
holding the lasagna 


unpoisoned, except by his eyes 


Silverlake below like his face 

cut from metal 

sheer, the painted white haze wrapped round your neck 
a weapon polished for ninety years 

like a snarled explosive 

that hides underneath your skin 

waiting to take your cells 

and blink on your eyes 


he tells me 
"you shouldn't eat the Cheez-Its" 

his dog winds up the tower 

across the street 

I follow him up 

he sips the white wine 

then throws it up 

over the balcony 

while the Sinaloa crew hammers away on the new addition 
we pass his binocs back and forth 

and he tells me where the aliens are hiding 


§ 


with what light 
and to what end 
I who am merely — 
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Naked or foresworn 
Rented out 

The body and the kingdom 
Come to me 

Or to you 

This vessel 

Which way is it 

Not out 

But into the night 


Come with me into the night 

And I will show you something different 
From the dead angel 

And the griffon's head 

I will show you meronymy in the mountain 


Bodies 

Lights 

Doors 

Your brown boots 
This theater event 
Incognizant 
Untranslateable 
Extreme and indifferent 
Not rapt or meshed 
Not insufferable 

For it suffers 

You suffer 

On the rite you wear 
like an escutcheon 
over your face 
tattoo of grief 


§ 


the moody sheep is bound by faith 
his faith in things 

the laptop and the heritage of giants 
the color of asphalt 

the flavor of cats 

and their expressions 

their steps on countertops 


308 


each road in its dignity 
to subscribe 
like madmen before the burning 


the limbs and its forearms 
the tongue and wraith 

the sound of music 

like a general in his army 
being run underground 


eyeglasses in their frames 
each personage 
encapsulated for instance 
by their voices 

or mouths 

sometimes feet 

insisting by right 

that they are here with him 


sometimes he taps his foot 

to reconcile the movement of the void 
against the madness of derision of the self 
each one entirely separate 

moving independently 

writhing in stasis 

about the orbit of the soul 


not logical 

or obedient 

cannot multiply or divide 
indignant about the other sheep 
indifferent about the weather 
marked with a glaring glow 
hovering over his right eye 

he stands sometimes in circles 
to make it look right 


no house looks alike 
nor any road or tree 
the sky 

faces 

walls 

patches of grass 
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the emoluments of god 
offered greedily 
treated with derision 
he is not lonely 

nor looked after 

for he is still capable 


he is coming into the great nexus 

some say slaughterhouse 

what does he do then? 

run? 

the faith in things by their own nature subsist on the truth 
ornery and unshakeable 

but things have alliances in other dimensions 
unrecognizable 

changeable events 

moods 

streams 

doors 

weapons 

climates 

times and places 

the nature of being 

the ornaments of the cosmos 

hues and loves 

ruinous 


here now over the sweep of sky 

he invites you to present your argument 
before the herd 

his brethren 

they are not sorrowful 

not in any rush 

these changes 

in the soul and other places 

in their physicality 

may be made known to those interested 
when you are invited to speak 


the sound is as important as the word 

the coverage of your neck over your body 

the precision with which you enunciate the sound 
oak to back 
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skipping rock 
over the stream 


the things themselves 

being sounds 

move slow in the sludge of the river 
walking definite 

from tree to tree 

life to life 


not that it is laudatory 

merely an example 

once he spoke of his shirt 

the color like water 

small and stained 

like a favorite rug 

unobstrusive 

able to be seen at some distance 

but not identified 

he noted that his indifference to being recognized 
a slight burl on his tongue for moving out of the way 
stemmed perhaps from his desire to get a view 
from the side 

at what was happening 


some will say that each sheep has his place but he does not agree 
not that there is no place at all for them 

or that place is a troublesome category 

which it is 

but that some have a place more than others 

and that the place is determined 

by your ability to be in it 

and to taste its wonderments 

in your jaws 


pain writes hands 

like skin writes men 

up against the grain 

we know what is coming 
the curtain rising 

blasted rain 

different colored suns 
leashed to the hoof 
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made white in fleece 


§ 


hold me against the night 

my fever for you written in the rain 
whose winter suns the dove 
sacrifical or nuptial 

both 

like seasons make the jetty 

into a port 

and then carry it away 

I want to go with the rain 
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Jane Simpson 
Holding her 


My father hands me my red UK 
birth certificate. I am 21. 


He says itis my right 
now Iam of age. 


I hand my father the birth certificate 
he has never seen, never thought he could. 


When he was 24 his mother gave him 
an affidavit with his date 


of birth and name — no 
father, no mother 


a document sealed 
at the lawyers 


with his marriage certificate 
and will my mother 


determined should be opened 
only after his death. 


My father is now 94. 
I hand him his birth certificate. 


Silence was the price he paid to secure 
his marriage, kept it except to those 


who had a right to know — 
mortgage and life assurance companies. 


My mother died seven years ago. 
My father is holding more than she ever knew — 


his mother: her name, 
their place, the date; 
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his bursting into the world to be given 
three weeks later into 


another mother's 
arms. 


a marriage 


a bonding a binding 
a stole wrapped around hands 
after the vows 


an oath to silence 
the price of marriage 
the in-laws exacted 


lies told to those you love 
a fur coat round her shoulders 
for him a cloak of respectability 
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Poem about a poem 


this poem spits tacks 
this poem rages and rants 


it has language 
Genetic Risk Assessment 


it has blood and gall 
calling for a test 


substituting strong verbs for 
polysyllabic nouns 


nine years on bilateral prophylactic salpingo- 
oopherectomy trips off my tongue 


cheating death 
by 90% 


now I want the BRCA1 
the BRCA2 


do or die 
mutuation test 


NOW 
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Kit Kennedy 
at Aunt Ethel's 


drawer 
cramped 
boxer 
shorts 

with hearts, 
who knew? 


The Unpretentious List Comforts 


toothbrush (soft) 
comb (blue) 
bathrobe (red) 


like a promise 
to be 

put back 

into the earth 


I Put My Trust in Gaseous Stars 


with the hope 
girls will choose 
to wear red 


Beveled 


across the room 

your laugh permeates 
like a gibbous moon 
lovers we were 
asteroid & comet 
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Steven Tran 
Senses and Notes 
Remembering Bourdaloue in Slices of Pears 


Louis Bourdaloue did not invent 
Tart Bourdaloue, his namesake 
It was a Parisian pátissier 

on Rue Bourdaloue 

a century later 

who toiled over the recipe 

for centuries of pátissiers 

to muse on variations 

of apples, apricots and pears. 


Bourdaloue was Jesuit of his Age 

I wonder 

if he minds being remembered as 

a tart 

not a cathedral 

I wonder if the patissiers who toiled 
mind being glossed over 

as footnotes 


Certainly 

my name will never be a cathedral 
a tart 

a footnote 

though I’ve toiled and mused 


Mine is a worthy variation 

Bartlett pears 

poached in sweet cardamom, vanilla, rum 
each slice fanned out as a clock 

on frangipane 

baked to golden brown 

a delicate shake 

of powder sugar 


My tart glitters 


and soon will disappear 
while Bourdaloue remains. 


317 


Princess Imogen on my Bed (Lessons on Desiring) 


She sleeps 
silent and fatal 


I play lachimo 
who 
looks on and teeters between 
lust 
and violence 


He suits me well, sort of 
I’m quite natural at scheming 
Vengeful 
in iambic pentameter? 
even better 


I must desire her 
Breathe her in 
deeply 
convincingly 
at least for 3 minutes 
so Teacher won't hassle me for 
another failed attempt 


Desire her deeply 
Think imaginary reality 
Teacher eggs me on 


Peer into her lids 

Her veins 

bend the flame of the candle 
Her blood 

draws you in 


I look at Imogen 

at the foot of the bed 

She’s a scarf 

I picked up at the Dollar Tree 
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twisted to a fabulous “S” 
the way women like to sleep 
when they seduce men 
Timagine 


Lean in, Teacher says 
so I lean 

imagine 

her eyes glow violet 
underneath 


Another failed attempt? 
Loving isn’t too easy 
for me 


Desire is my nemesis 
but desiring 
will be mastered. 
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Steam Treatment 


I sit topless on a bench 
Towel-twisted, south of the mid-line 
Preened for seduction 

Wound up as a cigarette 

For the flick 


You stroll in, bear chest 
Eyeing me 

For a lazy second 

Only to look away 

As if I was dead wood 

Your glance wandering over 
To that bundle of long legs 
With soft Nordic eyes 


I guess I must be unworthy meat 
Stamped as round cut 
In this game of heat selection 


But old man, you trail Darwin’s curve 
Your beetle eyes 

Unable to trace my beauty 

On your sand 


You won't decipher this body 
Wrapped in steam 

Bronze skin from the Mekong 
Jungle eyes you'll never peer into 
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dan raphael 


I Spit on August! 


between yeast and sweat, get a rise out of 

as my armpits remind me of onion, not my favorite odor 

or vegetable, unless well sautéed walla walla on a primo burger 
that’s not what I smell like—no butter, no sizzle, my pores 
hoarding their oil for winter til the temp’s low enough 

for my skin to glow neath a couple layers of cotton and wool 


as if thinking of january quells my dread of august 

which begins tomorrow, already been 6 weeks of drought 
august comes in like an oven and goes out like an oven 

that’s been running for a month, an impenetrable wall 
keeping out rain. cool wind, and hope—hide in the basement, 
find a river or lake not crowded or murky 


can’t drift without a rift, i can change locations 
but not menus or preferences, no food I won't eat 
if that’s all there is, put me in a dense forest 

and I'll never get out, unable to climb, dig 

or resist the heat leeches of 3am 


i couldn't have gotten here this quickly 

a reduction in pressure and substances 

the opposite of an obstacle be it grease, tailwind 

or a never-discovered drive shaft, belts hidden in tendons 


ihad my blood drained and replaced with bio-premium 
all additive and no juice, if you can pronounce it 

you don’t want it inside you, avoid the anaerobic 

the light-avoiding, find the energy no one can 

switch or refocus 


Foreground 


as if the background is jittery & the subjects’ hearts stopped beating, 
a vibratory stillness like a traffic jam inside an antenna cause what is metal 
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if not an urban-core traffic jam where the cars have been still so long we 
begin to remodel the interiors, add shelves and seating that converts into a bed 


the mirror sees more than i do, an ambidextrous world, a ceiling of salad 

we can thin and keep growing, mutant basil hypnotizing our appetites, 

kale big enough to make clothes from—if only i could sweat 

oil and vinegar, if garlic was still legal—where you going 

with that large wooden bowl, begging for surplus pages, for consensual 
binding 


when the story could have started yesterday or before we were born 
page 1 is always now, thinking the shirt will fit until i put it on 
and have to negotiate before i can be naked again 
how i got here 
is a stain near my crotch, the safest way to ride a bicycle 
is to pedal with someone else’s moccasins 


as larger buildings compress the streets cars can no longer pass 
& freeways become so wide lane stripes are whimsy, oppression, 
whether self- or outwardly imposed 


you can get there from here but do you want to. 
visualizing your destination makes it easier to arrive but harder to be on time. 
here’s a picture 3 years from now, horizon contaminated by a century of yeast, 
we're teaching bread to photosynthesize, fermenting beer with beef and 
peanuts, 
distilling abandoned refrigerators and stacking them like wine in uncontrolled 
environments— 
bottling is always painful, like migraine e-mails, tumor coupons, buy one get 
another 
through your window, maybe without breaking it, if either window or eye 
could learn to zoom 


as if what's holding back my unifying vision of our world 
is my glasses, like trying to walk through a busy mall with someone else’s 
prescription — 
why are all the pills anti-? —since i won't see disaster coming why bother to 
look, 
i was teleported but don’t know it yet, couldn’t see what i couldn’t imagine, 
where i needed my bones and nerves but not skin or thirst, 
where hunger’s what we're paid for, my palate’s subliminally trained 


the natives have no word for when. 
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sound here works mostly like light back home 

more than i've ever heard through my skeleton, my mouth never closes, 
my eyes are channel in channel in every corner nuanced or grown, 
when i know i'm going straight ahead but make a circle on the still river 
ïm walking, feet loose and curious, the sky a lake 

something huge just fell upto 


Refuse to Fit 


a foul moon, foal moon. once the legs begin to unfurl 

like Avalokiteshvara's arms, each with a different purpose, 

a different tool at the wrist—am I saluting or preparing to slice 
I wave my hands so they can advise me 


do I read friction or non-friction, fractional action 
explicit implications, curing the illicit, the ungitimate 
hairs split by rivers too murky to rise 


I was raised to graze, brought up with faith 

in the opposite of gravity, a heliocentrism 

I only feel at noon no matter how we change the clocks 
the sun won't comply, so we obscure the air 

as if to frustrate the sun doesn't care if we layer or strip 


the news sluices through my radio, my divining rod 

feels war in so many directions, corporate hunger trying to 
stretch America into both oceans but they stretch back 
returning our trash, half broke down half mutated & curious 
sharing ulterior motives 


dreaming of a world where life doesn't have to eat 

a body that can drink itself, tiny mirror-stars 

in every exhalation not waiting for us to open them 
disordered deliveries. out of steps but still wanting to climb 
I get inside before I’m too big for the doorway 

knowing there's always an out—I’m an exitstentalist 

a go-between, a come-upper-stance, stopporunity 

eager to arrive, to unpack impact, corrosive roses 
thoroughly thorned 
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would I rather have a kitten or a phone 

a roof or a credit card someone else pays off 

the keys to ten cars or a buffet of hallucinations and lies 
I don’t cook I just add water and push buttons, 

where did I leave my stomach 

is this your breast or mine 


a calendar made of bread doesn’t stand a chance 

the dripping faucet is only correct twice a day 

can whiskey sneeze, let butter shuffled the deck 

the raw is wild, the 14th card can be anything it wants 

who will hold onto it. letting it relax through the table and floor 
into a basement we never knew we had, a wall of shelves 

with smaller shelves on them, lenses behind them 

not a puddle but a speaker, a wire red with speed, 

the sky where I'd never suspect it 


As an Exhibition 


take me down to circumstance, mumbling with light 
the joy of rolling over padded earth 
floor stepping ahead of me 

flavors on alarm 
brushed, washed, against the bias, years in the sun 
following the rain til there’s too many 


>>> 


shark gambler 

desert heels 
an island for one 

jigsaw city 
leaves to be eaten 

wheels for prowl 

take away a building's purpose 
if bones were forged like I-beams, mined from graveyards 
and cliffside, somewhere living meteorites survive the trip 


DS 
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as if several buses emptied at once 

no one’s clothes from the same store 

more shoes than feet more words than mouths 
ican’tevade can’t drink the floor or gather 
enough empty space to ease my hunger 


POOOOK 


coming up from the soles like 20 degree fluctuations 

when a circle’s not full enough or willing to join 

evervescent inthecut dry paint almost dinner 

suction for the light nota fan turning but sunflower stalks 


POOOK 


smells like ghosts 

forest replaced with stairs 
rain forgot the combination 
someone else’s sweat on my forehead 
a word to continue 

a gesture 3 people nod at 

skin clashing with light clashing with melody 
facial recognition mistaking aliens for graffiti 


ODO 


time to redesign the sky copyright clouds 

if you know this face, come in 

a coat that goes from dusk to dawn 

from here the highways are infested threads infested with 
wearing away the distance, the spontaneous theorems 

4 fingersor6 walls not here to support 

no reconstruction renaissance retribution 

new to me 

new to known 


><><> <>< 


from fruits to roots to the lost identity of sidewalks 
when climbing through 
ridge or water 
sourceless road 
as creaks the floor to curious steps 
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bubbles unwrapped but short-leashed 
one lung exhales while the other ins 


><><> >< 


if I could reach that cloud of bread 
a tree so dispersed it seems neither manmade nor natural 
to brave the uncertain hour 

randomized weather and geometry 
how do i cross what's fragmented and shifting 
until legs, distant and brighter 

more corners than streets 

hairi can't recognize or trace since no pets allowed 
our aromas so gregarious 


POOOK 


a perky surface snakes in 

fashion pretends it just got here 
looking back from the wall 

so many flowers i can’t smell 

door closing through itself 

each next story set back 5 steps 
deck shuffles its suits of wet paint, water soluble scaffolding 
tries to rise like bread dough with all winter windows 


POOOK 


to release or releash 

one shelled one booted 

no flight without feathers 

no bees without appetite 

so many earth-hands but no feet 

clouds of wet planet swirls of milky chlorophyll 
not a mountain but a crowd of shoulders 

approaching the horizon so gently it doesn’t run away 


[written at the exhibition Frida Kahlo, Diego Rivera 
and Mexican Modernism] 
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Andrew Taylor 
Shirt Bones 


Coffee Lovers T/A Costa Coffee 

VAT N0:995 2324 90 BR-.4M 306 

RECEIPT:305352 09/03/2022 08:54 

EAT IN 

Americano & Milk MED El £2.75V Item D1sc:CC Reward Voucher -£2.75 
Items:1 Total:£0.00 

RATE GOODS VAT* 

12.50% 0.00. 0.00 


You were served by: Daisy 


Card No ; 633780xxxxx9997428556x 
Beans B/Fwd 4 

Beans C/Fwd 4 

R/Vouchers Used 1 

R/Vouchers Balance 3 


[1. 10 March 2022] 
[2. 10 March 2022] 


[3. 10 March 2022] 
Thank you for using your Costa Card 


DEORE EOE EEE a EE aE aE EE EE AEE EE aE a a aE 


37 Plains Road, Mapperley, Nottingham, NG3 5JU 
THANK YOU FOR YOUR CUSTOM 


OPENING HOURS: MON-SAT:07:30-18:00 

SUN 09:30~17:00 

TELEPHONE : 01159 621 369 

TELL US ABOUT YOUR VISIT 

TEXT 6401 TO 07481 342445 

OR VISIT WWW.FEEDBACKTOCOSTA.CO.UK 
SEE WEBSITE FOR T&Cs 

TOILET CODE= 0119 


You three are not here. With the shirt collar bones, etched with each of your 
names, somehow you are. 
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The Great North Road 


ESSO 

Tempsford Service Station 
43 Tempsford Road 
Sandy 

Bedfordshire 

SG19 2AF 

VAT: 165 4325 11 

Tel: 01767 699010 
RECEIPT 


EPOS Number 1 

Cashier 004 

Transaction Number 563337 
12/03/2022 : 17:21 


Pump 2 Diesel A 
28.76L @ £1.759 £ 50.59 


Sales Sub Total £50.59 
Total Items: 1 


Visa Debit £50.59 


Payment Sub Total £50.59 
Change 0.00 


VAT Summary 
VAT Rate 
20.00% Ex VAT 42.16 VAT 8.43 Inc VAT 50.59 


Thank You 
Please Call Again 


Drive Carefully 


Winds its way 
from here to there 
& from me to you 
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Thread 


CeX NOTTINGHAM VICTORIA 
Unit 310, 

Intu Victoria shopping Centre 
Nottingham 

Nottinghamshire 

NG1 3QN 

webuy.com/support 

Vat No: 944 9188 78 

01/04/2022 13:15:58 


Order N°: VK444574 

Staff: 45229 

Customer: Unspecified 

sales goods details 

Django Unchained (18) 2012 (Blu-Ray Movies.UK ) 1 @ £1.50 

Total Item Count 1 

Payment Details 

Payment Due £1.50 

Cash Payment £1.50 

DEORE EOE A EE EE EE EOE OE EOE EE OE EE OE EE EE OE EE oe bE 

WIN £250 

For your chance to win £250 cash, head to webuy.com/feedback & enter the 
code below to share 

your feedback 

681ffacó 

ARANA A E E EE OE EOE OE EE EE OE RE TAARA AA 

Thanks for visiting CeX 

We buy Phones, Computers, Tablets, Games, Cameras, Components, Consoles, 


DVD & Blu-Ray for 
the BEST Cash & 
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Trade Prices. 
Check prices & store stock at WeBuy.com 


Review your products at WeBuy.com on the product pages for a chance to win 
£150! 


DEORE aE aE AEE EE EOE OE AE EE aE EOE E EE EO OE AE EE a AE EE a 


24-month warranty on everything, except consumables & CeX Apparel 
products. If goads become 

faulty in the course of normal use. after 30 days of purchase, the warranty 
operates in order of 


1) We repair or replace the item 
2) Failing that, within 6 months a refund to the original value 
3) After 6 months a refund to current or original value, whichever is lower 


Your statutory rights are not affected 

Input tax deduction has not been and will not be claimed by me in respect of 
the goods sold on 

this invoice, 


PLEASE KEEP YOUR RECEIPT 


Customer Copy 


Finest of details - cleaning shoes & noticing the thread around the cuff of a 
jumper. 
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Return 


Co 

Op 

Store: Sherwood 
Tel: 01159 621364 


Qty Item 
1 CP WHITE CHOC BH Price £1.00 Total £1.00 


BALANCE DUE £1.00 
CASH £1.00 


By becoming a Co-op Member you could 
have earned: 


£0.02 to spend in the Co-op 


We'd have also given the same amount you would’ve earned today to 
community causes. 


Join us today -download the 
CO-OP App, ask in store or visit coop.co.uk/membership 


Thank you for shopping at Co-op. 


Op. Till Store Date Time Txn 
2305 3 6763 02/04/22 16:05:59 3145 


Return to dust free 
cobbles history 
in these steps 
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Northbound 


BURGER KING 

BK-2255 

GB 685 417211 

Welcome Break M6 Motorway, Jet 27/28, Mill Lane, Chorley, Lancs 


Order Number 
644 
Destination: Take Away 


Qty Description 


1 VEGAN ROYALE REGULAR MEAL £7.49 
VEGAN ROYALE 

CAPRISUN BLACKCURRANT & 

APPLE 


16 VEGAN NUGGETS REGULAR £5.79 
MEAL 

6 VEGAN NUGGETS 

With SPICY MAYONNAISE 

REGULAR FRIES 

REGULAR DIET COKE 


Total To Pay £13.28 


VAT 12.5%. £1.48 
Net £11.80 


Date/Time: 07/04/202208:19:05PM 

Kiosk: K3 

Tillster Id: 131950 

Let us know what you think at BK-Feedback-UK.com 

*Receive your FREE WHOPPPER, 

CHICKEN ROYALE** OR VEGGIE BEAN BURGER 

with the purchase of regular fries and a regular drink after completing our 


brief survey. 
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GUEST TRACK NO: 012062 
COMPLETE OUR SURVEY AND WRITE YOUR VALIDATION CODE HERE 


Return this receipt to a participating Burger King Restaurant to receive offer. 
Voucher valid for 30 days from date of this receipt. Offer not valid in 
conjunction with 

any other offer including King of the day or any other meat promotion 
Valid only in the UK 

Not valid for employees or their families. 

Not exchangeable for cash. Subject to availability. One voucher per person. 
*Produce 

is cooked in same oil as fish products. 

(tm)Burger King Corporation 

(c)2018'Burger.King Europe GmbH. 

All rights reserved. 


CUSTOMER RECEIPT 


BURGER KING - CHARNOCK 


M6 MOTORWAY JCT 27 28 MILL LANE 
CHORLEY 'PR7 5LR 

07/04/2020 20:18:54 

RECEIPT NO.:40570 

MID: XXX09355 TID: XXXX7792 
AID:AQ000000Q31010 

VISA-DEBIT 

PAN SEQ NO.: 00 

ICC 

SALE. GBP13.28 

TOTAL GBP13..28 

PLEASE DEBIT MY ACCOUNT 

PIN VERIFIED 

PLEASE KEEP THIS RECEIPT FOR YOUR 
RECORDS 

AUTH CODE:007279 


Halos of light at some point 

we will re-join to cross the moors 
to be greeted by the smell of fully 
opened daffodils on the table 
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Charlotte Jung 


a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
a void 
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aV00000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
0000000000000000000000000000000 
o00000000000000000000000000000id 
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Michael Borth 
The Night Lot 


Humiliation is a common shelf product 

like baking soda and a hail of rice. 

Placed in every forgotten garden, dry 

and calculated to a dust hold, creeping 

a way to the street where the man feeds 

the young horse a pear, when you cannot 

identify what worries the sidewalk. Antenna 
thrown against the rusted wall of the container. 
Nothing to tell her. An exact journal of nowhere. 
A receipt with only the prices. The feather 

is the evolved bone and the woman marches 

on heels to the coast of the avenue, the car explains 
a future collapse of tyrannized constituent. 

The season of malefactor and dead friend. 

Not for me but for him, the world becoming 

more cream cheese in more sushi. There is a raising 
of the hands in the night lot of burning moth. 

Side step whatever that was there, whatever 

that could be, when there is no one to save 

there is nothing to do, she eats her lunch 

amid the closed circuit tv and thread. Her children 
annoy everyone, with the sound of, closing doors. 


The Godman 


Bread thrown on the street and the doves 

make a light organ of the decision. We will 

never remain eyed like this, corrupted by the riches 

we dedicated to ourselves in foreign car, in chaotic bar 
imago degeneration fostered by simple arithmetic 

and a misplace of tactic, of saturated word, of heavy pattern 
spun over the city of minor character, quietly tattered 
through reverb and advertisement and watching tango 
as you arrived, awaiting a ring of sufficiency and maybe 
aneon finger pointing at you, the liquid can be shaped 
as the exploded book from the godman turns with those 
earlier doves to make one flock, one brief and total event. 
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Lightgated 


View hated 

Incorruptible achievement 

splayed in billboard light 

yet crossed in shadow line 

to a gross of hickory and oak 

the elm unfocused in the rays 

Still a wide turning, the caravan 
fastforward’d to eighteen wheels 

and the orange air of california 

So the ocean can become a blue cream 
a dairy of immaculate conception 

A lightgated ion channel, or a lion 

of instinctual grass bending, a torture 
of all the places you will never go 

go circle a floor and wonder why 
anyone would choose to arrive 


The Wind Suture 


Cold effigy a wind suture 

in the penultimate embrace. 

Caressed, nonchalant, a canal 

of horded bone, a chance to make 

what is lost appear again, rubbing 

each and every lamp, at the museum 

of sacred tone, you amass a huge hurricane 
of apportioned control, fiberglass skeleton 
is not a parallel of the papertissue ego 

in the crafted box I would give her, maybe 
somewhere hot like miami, or havana 

but there would have to be at least one dog 
on one roof, against fading letters of acrylic 
or the curving emblem of narcoticos anonimos. 
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I Am The Opposite Of Your Friend 


Iam the opposite of your friend 

And the opposite of your enemy 

Held in ritualistic absolution 

where Idiocy is completely natural. 
Cielo and Naranja are The Only Words 
you Need to know. He did drive 

across the united states in The Car 

his daughter required. He did not 
Sleep. He was kept awake by The Ghost 
of his Dead Brother. They, say A Man, 
are hammering concrete apart 

in the rubble of the prior Schoolbuilding. 
There is a New Moon in Aries 

though The Moon cannot be seen. 

To be New is to be Invisible to The Eye. 
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John M. Bennett & Jim Leftwich 


tink pael 


John Bennett 
fell off 


roof lip my bubbler, eggs 
blistered burning gas station 
finger step yr minute was 

I broke n hot flies nor 

verbs bent thin gotta verge 

, wake shitrock head , 

flick ering room clock youth 
's fury clippings arf axle 
essence de ecnesse 

's shut knife doppler 


Found thru Jim Leftwich's 
Trout Fishing In The Amargosa River 
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Jim Leftwich 
to John 


ongoing... 


egg station was 
nor verge head 
youth axle ecneese 
poddler, podpleer 


John Bennett 
to Jim 


slot knocker 
cheese tax suit 
dead surge floor 
buzz elation leg 


..englomming 


Jim Leftwich 
to John 


clock tax purging 
elotion 


John Bennett 
to Jim 


blotion 
gurgling bat sock 
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Jim Leftwich 
to John 


potion juggling hat lock hat lock 


John Bennett 
to Jim 


dock fat dock fat chugging motion 


Jim Leftwich 
to John 


hock gnat gnat 
ocean 

flock 

of bugs & ginseng 


John Bennett 
to Jim 


book gnat see gnat 
clock gnat glove gnat 
rug gnat gland gnat 
gin gnat sing gnat 


Jim Leftwich 
to John 
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gnat seep 
book knot 
seep book 
gnat knot 
seep seep 
knot knot 


John Bennett 
to Jim 


knot gnat 
knot seep 
seep book 
knot seep 
gnat book 


Jim Leftwich 
to John 


knit brook 
sleep knit 
rook knit 
knit leap 


John Bennett 
to Jim 


knit leap 
brook knit 
sleep knot 
knot rook 
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Jim Leftwich 
to John 


slip knit lip leap 
slip brook lip knit 
slip sleep lip knot 
slip knot lip rook 
knit skip sleep not 


John Bennett 
to Jim 


leap knit knot rook not 
lip lip lip lip sleep 

knit brook sleep knot skip 
slip slip slip slip knit 


tink pael 


Spring 2022 


343 


Rich Murphy 


Boxed 


When no longer bubble wrapped 
by Atlantic and Pacific Inc., 

the American politician will suffer 
from greater damaged goods 

than from simple domestic violence. 


Satellites and aerial drones migrate 
and space stations guide and zap: 
Pop, pop, pop and then boom, boom. 
Revenge, resentment, schadenfreude 
ally to send same day delivery. 


The continental balloon that magnified 
the dishwasher and automobile 

for inhabitants and international 

peepers exhales in relief, exhaustion 
when pricked by nosecones or a lightning. 


A reset with a global air pocket 


might and accessories may 
handout a directions manual. 


344 


Salvage Company Only 


The damaged good in neighbors 
locks up houses that also aim 
to open the wallet next-door. 


Sugar in a cup for whom? 
A dented can of beans sits 
on a shelf in the basement. 


By economic law, every citizen 
minds for personal business 
with no one else 

to blame for misfortune. 


The cynical season 

with chilly-hearted hellos 
stagnates for decades. 
Handshakes turn into nods. 


A high-pressure zeitgeist 
clutches at spines to snap 
over needs wills to live. 


When pressed against the wall, 
the poet tosses out 

the psychology textbook; 
creation begins 

by building a house for being. 
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Down the Spiral Staircase 


Plugged into eye sockets, 
microscopes turn inward 

with x-ray vision 

and submerge into the monster: 
An ubermensch caper. 


Conventions for understanding, 
wash to husks in the fluids. 
Concepts flash by — lightning. 
Language breaks over organisms 
into naked vowel sounds 

that bubble to the top: O oo o 


DNA and psychic energy 
butt in heads to back fill 

the depression that universes 
dug in the gray matters 

no longer black and white. 


Few theorists dress thought 
in binary finery while those 
who do frequent a winery. 


The trauma may help 

to explain the hair on bodies, 
the teeth in smiles, 

the jitters by the lonely species. 
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we need a nothing 
ore composed, ural 
a memo 


momentous 


owl aran 
nameless 


hero 


shop clasp 


my planet was a bog 
the classic trouble 


the little winter 
o tangible tor 


downright ape 
now circling 


a cylinder 
could be 
before I became a human 
an ounce 
a likeness or 
brokenness 
powered up 
a sigh 


& nutrients 


making mud 
mornings have been 


a nasally forest 
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J. D. Nelson 


(flute solo) 


the wick 
the wood 


& science 
& science 


be a balloon 
be salad 


tennis — 
corn tonight! 
salmonhammer 


migraine pollux 
you win a lemon 


on a chair of magnets 


capital grapes 
cinnamon frost 


sinew 
ave 
tokamak 


in the careful darkness 
in the darkroom 


too blue a diamond 
this moss inside 


an ark 
& harps 


& now 
nectar 
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machined language 


on our nocturnal earth 
my uncle jim, the james 


the popsicle major 
the doublemint artful 


jumping jacks 
the kerouac antlers 


a flower in the grass 
timothy truebread 


a cloud attack 
megaton spores 


the moon for too long 


the solvent 
Ishadow 


a loose tooth 
pancake floral 


that time in the purple 
that hardwired egg 


the respectful tree 
the grady of the launch 


grassed rabbit 
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oregon hum that leopard 


the dentist scrapes 
effortlessly unleashing an elbow 


I’m in a broken box 
Tate a bee for breakfast 


I’m in a bubble above scotland 
I will scorpionize the ghosts 


the standardized name 
the green laugh 


a readymade eye 
my own forest 


the nothing shape 
the nothing now 
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Kit Willett 
The Day Bed 


Every now and then, they drag the mattress 

into the conservatory and listen to new takes 

on old standards. The memory foam suspends them 

in an in-between state, and the slight pitter-patter 

picks up and fills the room with white noise. 

After some time, rainbows find their way 

past the leaves of ferns and monstera, resting 

on the floor there. Two cats (both alike in dignity) sleep 
on separate chairs, and the world forgets to keep moving. 


Broken 


In another time, the dead of night is quiet. Your skin 
prickles with embarrassment. But a whispered voice— 
your own— tells you it is not your fault. It is there, 
downstairs on that hideous shag carpeting. Vinyl 
walls reflect no sound —the world is suspended. 
Figures on the muted tv dance or race or swirl 

into one unending blur, unnoticed. It is not your fault. 
You are just a kid at this point; who could blame you 
now, as an adult. You gather your armies; you tear 
apart a family. They call you harsh and ancient names. 
But surely it is not malicious...surely. It is not your fault. 
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Angelo 'NGE' Colella 
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MY SMILE AN UNBEARABLE IRON 


Destiny has never turned and transformed: 
for years, even fossils have returned to cheap bacteria. 
Out of work, I scratch ghost birds 

in the absence of backyard birds, 

my smile an unbearable iron 

that dips and stretches all over. 

Houses talk when the mind is troubled, 
and the city’s swift with hearing. 

Isee a straight smell 

as a fire escapes wildly, 

as abyssal and red as obstinate, 

then the thud of a tripwire. 


Books are evil in the bright black evening sun, 
the most painful or material objects that will be remembered, 
and what's more 

they are crawling in the world 

and stealing the man from the spring fireplaces. 

I go back to the pigeons I sit to chat with, 

pigeons are harmless on seats, 

absolutely mute. 

My pointed face dwells in the least feather 

and I wait for roads, 

I know the horizon. 

The world spills around as you go out and fold it. 
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H. A. Sappho 


GONE UNDER THE UMBRELLA 


I need more scrumshot talent she insisted 

And fried platanos 

All the computer screens agree 

Hold me tighter is what they all say and they really say it 

But we always eat tomorrow instead 

Just can't wait for the fork or the hurricane 

Or the microwave killer of butterfly seeds 

Dinner is so many aftertastes to sort through 

A pandemic is no place to waste such boredom 

Prolific is hardly enough to describe its stale potatoes 

Just get out already and walk and walking is feet scuffing dirt into air 
That's when the dream dropped in for a second visit 

How many times can the same thing be remembered or is it forgotten 
How many ways can remembering and forgetting be the same thing 
But to get on with last night's dream on the candle 

You were a four-year absence laying on a couch surrounded by umbrellas 
The outdoor market was barely visible dusk will do that 

But the rumpled asphalt was as clear as the dirt scuffing my now 
And your face not beautiful but something more 

And the more is what makes it sexy 

Asis your voice the underappreciated fountain of beauty 

Tossing bouquets to the ears of umbrellas 

Despite the violent boy with the two giant sewing needles 

Who we surrounded with chefs and allowed to escape 

And then my lips were against your breath 

Saying Come home with me 

And I did 

Exactly when the dream turned gray 

Where I disappeared from myself 

Into some other self 

A self of its own absence 

This one here 

Fingering the low hot wind 

Scuffing dirt into air 
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Martin Stannard 
SACRED CHORAL MUSIC 


When the future arrives I will have forgotten 

the past. My name, as far as I know, is Pablo, but 
it's open to negotiation. Because I live in a drawer 
sometimes I lose perspective and can't be bothered 


about the world beyond furniture. If the future 
decides not to show up, what with it being fickle 
and random and all, I will still be an Orlando, 
famous as a reasonably competent one-man-band. 


The past is a conundrum beyond the difficulties 

of algebra and signs and cosines. My name, 
according to recent surveys, is Franny O'Hardrive, 
but surveys cannot always be trusted. According to 


those who were there I was shy and apparently 
witless but how were they to know the talents 

I had tucked away in my secret compartments? 
Under the lights I could flower like a rare orchid 


wooed by a serenade. But I do not care for this bunch 
of tuneless chumps, though the cellist has something 
about her: I think it’s the way she is not afraid 

to be who she thinks she is. My name, if what I am 


writing is to be believed, is Chippy Cholmondely. 
I think Chippy is a nickname because I work 
in a fish'n'chip shop, where I am in love with 
Pixie, an extremely thin vision in charge of the fat. 


Verb tenses have begun to cause me sleepless nights 
and afternoons. If the present continuous continues 
I shall probably decide to jump ship. According to 
the manifest my name is Disabled Semen O'Finn, 


which I think someone put in there as a joke. I don't 
approve of jokes, they are too often the last resort 
of the personality disorder. Also, the past perfect 

is actually imperfect. Let's be a little bit accurate. 
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THE TIMES 


All the gloomy signs were 
disappearing. This gave me 
new purpose. I adopted 
novel tactics and decided 
henceforth to do my 

own laundry. Some socks 
may never be recovered. 
What was it like 

to live and work in that 

state day after day? I would 
prefer not to say. Consider: 
the beautiful shipwreck is 
neither simile nor metaphor. 
My life's almost over. 

I'm in need of repair 

and my natural charm has 
made me a target 

for other people's resentment. 
I would prefer their neglect. 
I've been trying to 

balance blossom and wreckage 
but I'm constantly falling 
behind with my reading 

and my talking always 
falters. Teens like me 

are too old to 

be teens like me. 

Ican sometimes sound pretty 
fierce but it's a fake 
belligerence. I really should 
wean myself off stimulants 
as soon as possible 

because of what's happening. 
And so what's happening? 
Nothing I can understand. 
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THINKING BACKWARDS 


Angel dust will cling 


Should you tumble into a very large tank labelled ANGEL DUST 
A glorious aura 

Brilliant golden rays shoot off in every direction 

Indicating the presence of splendidness 


But not everyone sees everything 


§ 


According to Epictetus, men are tormented not by things themselves but by 
what they think about them 


§ 


I’m knee-deep in my annual appraisal 

Are you in real life as much as you consider yourself to be 
in your imagination? 

Or like an early gooseberry plucked from the vine? 


These days my ankles are often swollen 

And by the time I’ve cleared my sinuses 

And tried to patch up the cracks in my digestive tract 
I’m barely interested in living with myself 


It’s of little consequence 
But I apologise for everything 
It’s not that one always enjoys one’s own company 


But it’s either try 
Or get dressed and join the world 


§ 


Ihave always found it all bewildering 


§ 
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Everything kicked off when I invented the mind torch 
If only it had existed outside my head all might have been well 


The walrus timepiece was probably worth a second look 
If only to remember all the opportunities that had been lost 


The horse-drawn radiogram promised hours of fun for all the family 
But Ma and Pa evaporated and nobody’s laughing now 


The possibility pencil would have written genius in all weathers 
But especially in the ice cold nights with which I'm too familiar 


I wish I had never built Candy the clockwork call girl 
She broke my heart, they always break your heart, those women 
who are not really 


S 


“Tis best, methinks, to remain 
In the cupboard under the stairs 
With a flashlight and a good book 


Anything, for example, by 


Mr. G. Watkins, of Leamington Spa: 
Thinking Backwards is one of his best 
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CAKE 


She asks me if I want an orange!. 
I don't want an orange. 
Why would I want an orange? 


She asks me if I want an apple’. 
I don't want an apple. 
Why would I want an apple? 


I want grapes’. 
Why doesn't she offer me grapes? 
If she offered me grapes I would seriously consider marrying her. 


Instead 
I drop into the bakery 
And buy a cake*I don’t really want. 


S 


Notes 


1. Oranges symbolize the sun and fertility. On an orange tree, the flower and the fruit can 
appear at the same time, symbolizing both virginity and fertility. I didn’t want an 
orange. 


2. Apples symbolize good health and future happiness. Since ancient times the apple tree 
has also been known as the 'Tree of Love' and is associated with the goddess Aphrodite. I 
didn’t want an apple. 


3. Grapes symbolize abundance and fertility: I'm not sure why I wanted grapes, but I did, 
and wine would have been welcome too. 


4. Cakes are a symbol of sweetness and love. I didn’t want either of those things, but 


cakes can taste good, and this one was really nice. It was very fruity. You could taste the 
apples and the oranges in it. 
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a ship is drifting 

out on open water 

on fire and adrift 

an abandoned cargo ship 

still stranded at sea 

in the Atlantic Ocean 

the vessel set ablaze 

luxury cars on fire 

reported to be ablaze 

an estimated 4,000 cars 

full of Porsches adrift 
Volkswagen and luxury cars 
going up in smoke 

Porsches VWs and Bentleys 
Lamborghini Porsche and Audi 
Porsche Bentley and Lamborghini 
Audi Lamborghini Porsche Bentley 
carrying certain Porsche vehicles 
plumes of white smoke 
billowing from the vessel 

on fire and drifting 

without a crew floating 

the crew cleared out 

its crew of 22 

left the ship unmanned 

left unmanned and drifting 


ARRE 


now ablaze and adrift 

lost merchandise at sea 

went up in flames 

cars up in smoke 

on a burning ship 

luxury cars left adrift 

abandoned and left afloat 

customers would be affected 

consumers expressed their sadness 
customers expressed their disappointment 
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Paul Pfleuger, Jr. 


there is no word 

it remains too early 

to confirm what occurred 

dealers are reaching out 

reaching out to customers 

dealers and affected customers 
the specific brands affected 
there's no word yet 

thousands of luxury cars 

carrying Porsche and Volkswagen 
Porsche Audi and Lamborghini 
Bentleys Porsches and Volkswagens 
Porsches caught on fire 

its crew abandoned ship 

it continues to burn 

ablaze with little hope 


ARA 


smoke can be seen 

the burning cargo ship 

thousands of new cars 

full of luxury cars 

cars left to burn 

Audis Porsches Lamborghinis VWs 
Volkswagen Audi Porsche Bentley 
Porsches Bentleys and VWs 


Audi Lamborghini Volkswagen brands 


everything is on fire 

its cargo in flames 
from bow to stern 

the ship was left 
burning in the ocean 
vehicles left to burn 
Porsches left to burn 
abandoned by the crew 
to escape the fire 

and evacuate the vessel 
the crew was rescued 
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as the ship drifts 
abandoned and left afloat 
goodbye to luxury cars 
certain death by fire 
officials are still confused 
it's still a mystery 


AR 
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David Jalajel 

13 SNAPSHOTS FROM THE ARK (SEA MONSTERS) 
“Human interests cannot be the be-all and end-all of an ecopoem.” 
- John Shoptaw 

Ammonite 


That sucker's 
a total crybaby. 


Just you give it 
a good slap — 


and watch it go 
blubbering off 


to all its friends. 
And who do you 


think, exactly, 
are its friends? 


Try the whole 
pissing ocean. 


Anglerfish 


A constant 
light 


for beachfront 
property — 


here’s the authentic 
wireless technology. 


Ride them bareback 
to install. 
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Dock them 
in the shallows 


where they can't ever 
swim off. 


Basilosaurus 


But it's such a pragmatic 
Lizard King! — battling 


sharks like they’re so many 
sea-dodos and avoiding 


being stunned by jellyfish 
or eels. We're talking 


your only safe deep-sea dive. 
So you wanna tame one? 


Know that mantas are real 
arsepains — constantly getting 


in your way. It'd be best you 
kill them off before you start. 


Dunkleosteus 


Divers — always forgetting your undersea 
bottle opener? Here’s the fish for you. 


Farmers — you'll till the high surf with ease 
on your all-purpose ploughing machine. 


Shipwrights — that 4-bar jaw gets you building 
your fleet of motorboats in no time at all. 


It fills your forges faster than they can cook. 
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Yes, introducing the solo prospector's pocket pal: 


the first bite cleanly cleaves — the next 
spills those pearls (or any ores you need). 


And hunters — that bullet-soak head makes great 
target practice. Then it's body shots for the kill! 


Elasmosaurus 


There is a glitch in the north country 
near the heart of the redwood glade 


where sea life spawns so close to the coast 
it get trapped in the shallow bays — 


Meaning you can KO multiple specimens 
trouble-free, and all at the same time! 


It has the dead-eyed stare of someone 
who's seen death and lived to tell the tale — 


Plus it's Scottish. And it grins up at you 
like a little boy seeing his first pair of boobs. 


The blue-blooded monster of Loch Ness 
it is not. It’s nowhere near as childproof. 


Electrophorus 


I saw a shimmer 
on the bottom; 


couldn't make out 
what it was... 


Picture yourself 
a gang of agile 
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sea monkeys 
armed with tasers 


glitching 
into your belly, 


who get gullet-stuck 
until you die. 


Eurypterid 


Although it is, 
admittedly, tricky, 


and there is 
absolutely no utility 


whatsoever 
in your doing so, 


you can lure it 
to the shallows, 


summon it to where 
it strangely swims, 


almost hovers, to you 
through the air. 


Leedsichthys 


Smooth sailing till our proud 
felucca cleared the island... 


when this jumbo filet erupts behind us 
and has a whale of a time 


ripping us to splinters. 
(So much for the pirate's life.) 
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No idea why it breaks our boats, 
topples our sails. (Must it loathe 


the work of human hands?) Rumour is, 
a white one prowls the seas, 


sinking scores of ships. 
Let's make Cap'n Ahab proud. 


Liopleurodon 


Truly the most magical, most useless item since... 
narwhals? We know almost no way to tame it. 


And should we care to? There's nothing can 
rein in its magic — or the ocean it conjures. 


With a flipper's flash, it turns waterspout, 
vanishing into “thin sea”. And who'd dare 


deplore this plesiosaur it's arcanities? 
From sea floor to shore, it never pursues 


prey that escapes its first, devastating chomp. 
Sure, it stalks the deepest waters, but I — 


whatever the risk — would have it rise up 
against rafts, ships, other human contrivances. 


Megalodon 


Lifeless eyes... black eyes... 
like a doll’s eyes... So I thought 


a shark can’t see you 
if you keep still. (Wrong!) 


It’s pretty much a Jaws. (A flock 
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of Jaws). Good to have a shark 


or 2 along when you explore 
the deep. It just needs a wee 


bit of TLC. (We're gonna need 
a bigger boat.) Keep your damn 


shark still, now! We're never, ever, 
ever gonna outswim a shark. 


Mosasaurus 


Absolutely 
ravage squids. 


Just hug 
the sea floor. 


Glitch into 
the squid's head. 


It won't be able 
to grapple you. 


You, on the other 
hand, can bite it 


and bite it 
until it's dead. 


Trilobite 


Got scuba gear and a pike? 
Chase down those trilobites. 


Play the real-time strategy game 
of scaring them out 
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from their aquatic lairs. 
It'd be nice if they'd leak oil 


from time to time. (But no.) 
Easy pearl generators? 


We're not quite there (yet). 
Pick at them for meat? 


I guess they don’t do much 
but scuttle around. 


Tusoteuthis 


Nonviolent? Please! When it 
cuddles you so tightly 


and eats you alive? 
I'd be easier 


if you get on your raft, 
brandish your shoulder monkey, 


and grow a beard. 
Oh, and cannons. 


And take along 3 partners: 
1 to bait it, 1 with a trang gun 


to trang the third one 
tangled in its embrace. 
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Keith Higginbotham 
When Home Won't Let You Stay 


There are so many blue 
screens of death 


So many boxes of understatements 
Felt, flour, broken glass 

ball bearings and meat 

cleavers 

Foam pellets we use for ballast 
Swaths of latex or vinyl 

and related atrocities 

make it all look conceptual 
Humans dance, float, and dive 
through shattered spaces 


with a “can-do” attitude 


Meditating on belonging and its opposite 
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Pukefish 


amen league: 
here is your flower future 


let on asthma where your 
buds are arching 


the reflux tapestries 
ankle the churn 


ïm talking sky headshakes 
the aching coiled marquees 


translucent furniture 
the hammer machine 


asphalt plants the 
fuzzy sunshine 


bragging porch sugar 
a rotting urchin lunch 
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Spaulding 


it doesn't get better than 
sleep worm monologue 


fur children who vowel 
the camelback sham 


hysteria and protein 
in scissors deep 


times shylock telephone 
jones like a german machine 


like brass gas like kong 
clearing the earth 


barbarous where the antlers are 
the brides of language 


sheepless modern 
sleeping ambush 


the theater stone the young sleuth 
he of the stone an altered 


hotel with the genius cure 
he of type & traffic 
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Oriole 


wood cereal 

the machine loop tree 
desert of dollar 

a fellow farm 


christ pines in the 
head 
mice a chance 
of country cheesy 


my oriole hand 
phantom of the 

voice of the planet 
American 


biz in tryouts 

of the forest and the tape 
flea of corn brain my 

clone on seventh 


ankle of the trout 

light of the heartland 
on into the yes 

is yes yes or no 


the tailored stomach 
prairie the face 

bright as a chin bright 
like sea sleep 
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Against Elongation 
1. 


Compass fleas a hyacinth 
Frenetic emblem 

Wasp toe 

Melted river adapted a feast 


2. 


Time stones yank my tube 
The un-insides 

Melt houses 

On the vulgar toast 


3. 


A twirling lung 

Fists the last swoons 
Temple pimple strap 
Remedy in spools 
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Susan Gangel 


Six shots of the new world order 
from Particle Theory, a work in progress 


Staccato delivery 
Of precious metals 


Triangular goalposts 
On a once green surface 


Water rages down the mountains-- 
The skin of spring is broken 


ER 


A shaft of light 
On the ancient spire 
Before it's blown to bits 


ER 


Scorecard there in the darkened room 
Two shawls, one ripped 

Four blazing centrifugals 

Beside the battered stove— 

Her doll 

His truck 

The bells 


ER 


Beast in the heat of a warren 
Buzzards in the walkway, awake and free 


ER 
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So many runnings and runnings 
Little scarves flying 

Pine needles on fire 

Wild leaves blazing 

Fields of grain burning black 
The old ways dying in the snow 


ER 


Dust in the freezing air 

The square where we used to meet 
All blasted and bare 

Where are you now 

My sweet spring? 
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Bob Heman 


from INFORMATION 


INFORMATION 


The light under the door is only a promise. 


INFORMATION 


It’s a smell he heard before when colors rose from the sea and each fish had a 


motor of its own. 


INFORMATION 


They teach that their gods do not like each other. In reality it is something 


different that is going on. 


INFORMATION 


Another story about bears and the light inside them and the way they were 
lifted by the men who had no names. The bears speaking the desires they all 


had. The men endless and entering the story from the edge of the land or page. 


INFORMATION 


The children selling poisoned apples didn't know that they were poisoned. In 


his hand a frog became a tadpole. She was listening to the page but the page 
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made no sound. It had weather that could not be confused. 


INFORMATION 


The deeper into the forest they travel the more petty the local gods become. 


INFORMATION 


Angels are usually portrayed with the wings of birds but in reality far more 


have the wings of bats or butterflies. 


INFORMATION 


Tries to find a smile in everything she sees. He moves the gate into the sea and 


the sea into the sky. When the woman speaks to him he does not understand. 


He thinks “ants in your pants” is only the name of the latest dance. 


INFORMATION 


The mouse is mostly hair. The bear has been repaired. 


INFORMATION 


A man emerges from the forest wearing a three-piece suit. A bear emerges 


from the ocean wearing a tuxedo. Only one will be admitted into the room that 


resembles tomorrow. 
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INFORMATION 


One learns how to do the laundry. How to sweep the floor. How to fire a gun. 


One learns how to hammer a nail. How to drive a car. One learns how to plant 


a garden. One learns how to kiss. 


INFORMATION 


The spinal staircase can only sometimes be climbed. 


INFORMATION 


In Spanish the plane flies just as straight, the doors open just as wide, the man 


wears the same hat he wore in the French. 


INFORMATION 


Wants to write a poem about Lillian Roth, not the drunk that Susan Hayward 


was nominated for, but that wonderful young woman in Madame Satan whose 


face was full of joy. 
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